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THE COMING OF EILEEN 

Jack Donovon walked along Oxford Street 
one bright April afternoon, but the bare state- 
ment is entirely inadequate to describe his 
triumphant progress. He felt as if he was 
treading upon air, and his warmest admirer 
could scarcely deny that he swaggered 

A noticeable figure at any time, with his 
wide shoulders, small hips, his curled black 
moustache, his frock coat fastened by one 
button at the waist, bulging slightly at his 
prominent chest, he could borrow a ten-pound 
note with an air of condescension, although he 
fondly believed that his borrowing days were 
nearly ended. 

Swinging round the corner of Davies Street, 
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he stopped at a house on the left, admitted 
himself with a latch-key, and entered his 
sitting-room on the first floor. There he saw 
his landlady kneeling beside an armchair, on 
which she was mending a piece of gimp. 

*' Miss Wendover, my dear friend, congratu- 
late me!" cried Jack, as she rose with the 
needle in her right hand. 

'* Have you just come into a fortune, Mr. 
Donovon?" she asked. 

** I am engaged to be married to the most 
beautiful young lady in the world," he an- 
swered, and her round, comely face turned 
quite pale for a moment. 

Miss Wendover was in her thirtieth year, 
and a little younger than Jack Donovon. Her 
mother's death, three years ago, had left her 
in possession of the leasehold house in Davies 
Street, with its contents, and her only resource 
had been to continue to let portions of it to 
single gentlemen. Just tall enough to escape 
the dumpiness which Byron hated, she had an 
attractive figure ; her dark serge frock fitted it 
like a glove, whilst her pink bib and apron 
appeared to add to its charm. 

" Oh dear ! oh dear ! '' she exclaimed, cleverly 
converting a sigh into a smile. 
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THE COMING OF EILEEN 9 

"And why not, Miss Wendover ?" demanded 
Jax:k. 

"She is a brave woman/' was the answer. 

" It isn't I who would marry a coward." 

" Is the young lady rich ? " she inquired. 

"She has three thousand a year," he re- 
turned, with obvious satisfaction ; " her poor 
father and mother are dead, and she is the 
most charming girl you ever saw." 

"Poor soul!" murmured Miss Wendover. 
'* Hasn't she any friends ? " 

"It is true," Jack admitted, " she has a 
brother." 

"What does he say about it?" she asked 
significantly. 

Jack thrust his right hand in the breast of 
his coat, as he regarded Miss Wendover with 
crushing severity. 

'* r scarcely understand what you mean ! " 
he exclaimed. 

" Mr. Donovon," she retorted, " I have 
never had a pleasanter gentleman in the 
house, but when it comes to husbands " 

"A husband is what I will come to," he 
said, and as she turned towards the door he 
stepped forward to open it Having closed it 
behind her, he went to the marble-topped side- 
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board and took out a decanter of whisky. 
He had poured a liberal quantity into a 
tumbler, and was in the act of drinking 
Camilla's health, when he heard the bell ring. 

Hastening to empty his glass, Jack walked 
to one of the two windows, and standing 
catitiously behind its curtain, peered into the 
street; for it was his misfortune occasionally 
to be troubled by unwelcome visitors. In the 
present case he saw a four-wheeled cab at the 
door, whilst the cabman was in the act of 
lifting a trunk from the roof. On the pave- 
ment stood a middle-aged lady and a young 
one. 

"By Jove, if it isn't Eileen!" Jack ex- 
claimed. 

When the cabman had carried the trunk 
into the house, the middle-aged lady re-entered 
the cab, the horse started, and a minute later 
the door of Jack's room was hesitatingly opened 
to admit a tall, dark-haired girl of seventeen or 
eighteen years of age. 

As Jack stood surveying her in the middle 
of the room, she stopped, looking up into his 
face with a wistful expression. 
, "It's a young woman you have become, 
Eileen ! " he cried, holding out both hands. 
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THE COMING OF EILEEN ii 

** What else did you expect ? " she answered, 
with the faintest of smiles. '' But/' she added 
the next instant, '' why didn't you meet me at 
the railway station ? " 

"Meet you!" he said, with an air of be- 
wilderment. 

''Instead of troubling Miss Stainton to bring 
me here, and leave me like a bundle of rub- 
bish ! " 

" I thought you were at Margate," he re- 
turned 

''Miss Stainton wrote to tell you the holidays 
began to-day." 

" I put her letter into the fire, Eileen." 

"Without even reading it ? " she asked. 

"Her letters have not been agreeable to 
read," said Jack. " But I would like to hear 
what you have done to be sent away." 

"It's something you have left undone," she 
answered. 

"Ah, there are plenty of those things, 
Eileen," cried Jack, with tears in his voice. 

" Miss Stainton said you had not sent 
any money for a year and a half," said 
Eileen. 

"And what is a year and a half?" he de- 
manded scornfully. 
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" She seemed to think it a long time," was 
the answer. "She grew angry because you 
didn't take any notice of her letters, and she 
threatened that unless you sent a cheque 
before the holidays, she wouldn't keep me. 
So she brought me up with the other girls 
this morning," Eileen explained, "and she 
left me at your door. It — it was rather 
horrid ! " 

" But what shall you do.^" he asked. 

" I suppose I shall stay at home, like every- 
one else," she said. 

" And where is home ? " demanded Jack. 

" Why,'' she answered, raising her eyebrows, 
"here, with you, isn't it.^ Isn't it.*^" she re- 
peated wistfully. 

" Of course it is," he returned, after a slight 
hesitation, and taking a pipe from the mantel- 
shelf he loaded it from a jar on the table. 
When it was lighted he threw himself into 
an armchair, whilst Eileen still stood in the 
middle of the room drawing off her shabby 
gloves. Presently she came to his side. 

"What ought I to call you?" she asked. 

" What should you call me but Jack ? " 

"You don't seem very pleased to see me 
again!" she faltered. 






THE COMING OF EILEEN 13 

" I wouldn't have recognised you if I had 
met you in the street," he said, turning in his 
chair to look up into her face. 

"Because you stayed away so long!" she 
exclaimed. ''It is three years since you sent 
me to Margate, and I haven't slept one night 
away from the school. And," she added re- 
proachfully, '* it's nearly eighteen months since 
you came to see me." 

"You have become a beautiful young woman," 
he said, with his eyes still on her face. 

"Is that why you look so gfrave ? " she asked, 
with a smile. 

" It is a question where you shall sleep," he 
muttered. 

" Can't — can't I sleep here ? " she cried. 

" I must speak to Miss Wendover," he 
answered, and laying aside his pipe Jack rose 
and went downstairs to Miss Wendover's 
private sitting-room. " It is a bit of a fix I 
am in," he said, when he had tapped at the 
door and been invited to enter. 

" Not for the first time," she answered. 

" Neither would it be the first time you have 
helped me out," said Jack. 

"Ah, we women are foolish creatures!" she 
cried. ** Won't you sit down, Mr. Donovon ? " 
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"Miss Wendover," he said, taking a chair 
not very far from her own, "Eileen's father 
was my dearest friend " 

" Birds of a feather, TU be bound!" 

"It is true he had a generous spirit," Jack 
admitted. " His poor wife lived only three 
months after his death; she dropped down 
suddenly one morning, and what was the poor 
girl to do then ? " 

" What did she do ? " 

" I just sent her to school," he explained ; 
" but that was three years ago — twelve months 
before I had the good fortune to make your 
acquaintance — and now she has come home 
again." 

" Hasn't she anywhere else to go ? " asked 
Miss Wendover. 

"Nowhere in the wide world," said Jack, 
with a pathetic note in his voice ; " and I hope 
you will provide her with a bed." 

Circumstances prevented him from suggest- 
ing anything of the kind save as a favour, but 
whilst it is as difficult for a man to be a hero 
to his landlady as to his valet, Miss Wendover 
really believed that charity covered a multi- 
tude of sins. After expressing a fear that 
every room in the house was occupied, she 
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THE COMING OF EILEEN 15 

finally relieved Jack's mind by consenting to 
make up a bed for Eileen in an attic, which 
she presently took the untimely guest to in- 
spect. 

The room was not likely to awaken enthu- 
siasm, and having removed her hat and jacket, 
Eileen stood by the small window a few minutes 
before going downstairs. 

" I hope you like your quarters," said Jack, 
as she re-entered his presence. ** Eileen," he 
added the next moment, '' I fancy that your 
dress is too small for you ! " 

" It is the only decent one I possess/' she 
answered, glancing down at the straining 
buttons. 

''What was Miss Stainton thinking about?" 
he demanded indignantly. 

"You — ^you understand, she left off buying 
me things." 

Jack ran his fingers through his rather long 
black hair. 

"Eileen," he cried, **it is a queer predica- 
ment I am in. Another four or five months 
and I will be rolling in riches, and if you want 
a cheque for a hundred or two it is I who 
shall sign it. I will have a fine house, and 
servants and horses, and all of the best, but," 



1 6 A MAN OF SENTIMENT 

he continued gravely, " if you were to ask me 
to lend you a fiver this minute, I couldn't put 
my hand upon it." 

'^ Tm afraid I shall be in rags in less than 
four months," she answered. 

Jack imparted a more militant twirl to his 
moustache. 

" I ain engaged to be married to the most 
beautiful young lady in the world!" he said. 
**She has thousands for her dot, and yet, to 
tell you the truth, Eileen, I am at my wits' 
end to procure her a ring." 

'* Does — does she know ? " asked Eileen. 

" Know what ? " 

** That you haven't any money ? " 

" There are ways of knowing," he explained. 
"As a general thing she is aware that I am 
a poor devil of a fellow, although it is a 
fact it would be indifferent taste to insist 
on. We are all sinners, Eileen, but we do 
not harp upon the point. Appearances have 
to be kept up, and the deuce is how to 
do it." 

" What a nuisance I must be to you ! " she 
faltered, with a catch in her breath ; but Jack 
came to her side, resting a hand on her 
shoulder. 
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** Now, don't say that," he said gently, ** and 
don't think it I am a lonely fellow here all 
by myself; and what isn't it worth to have 
your sweet face in the room? As for the 
frock," he added hopefully, *' we shall see what 
can be done." 
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CAMILLA KEENE 

The death of Camilla's unclie, about two years 
ago, had left her rich, homeless, and twenty- 
two. But the solicitor had approached Mrs. 
Harrowby, and money being an important 
object to her and none at all to his client, an 
arrangement had speedily been arrived at. 

There was only one circumstance connected 
with Mrs. Harrowby to which exception could 
be taken : she had a son, who lived under her 
roof. She was prepared to make any sacrifice 
for Laurence except that of her own comfort, 
and even before the negotiations were con- 
cluded Mrs. Harrowby hoped they might turn 
to his advantage. 

As soon as Laurence learned that his presence 
in the house was an obstacle, he offered to 
leave it — ^at some personal inconvenience, for 
at the age of thirty he earned the barest liveli- 
hood at the bar. He managed, however, to 
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CAMILLA KEENE 19 

put a bed in the small room adjoining his 
chambers, and his exit from Norfolk Street 
proved the signal for Camilla's entrance. 

But it seemed only natural and proper that 
he should frequently visit his mother, whose 
art was not of the order which disguises art. 
At first Camilla was amused She not only 
saw through Mrs. Harrowby's machinations, 
but perceived that they were equally diaphanous 
to Laurence. The situation did not lack a 
certain piquancy; Camilla watched his efforts 
to mitigate his mother's manoeuvres, and to 
tell the truth, she thought he might be better 
employed. 

But when after three months had passed 
his manner grew, as she fancied, cooler, and 
he absented himself more and more, Camilla's 
amusement ceased. She told herself that 
Mrs. Harrowby had practically offered her to 
Laurence, and that he had drawn back. As 
it happened, nothing would have pleased him 
more than to advance, if her position in his 
mother's house had not seemed to protect 
her. 

Laurence set himself to work and wait, not 
without confidence, and at last he found an 
opportunity. He was briefed in the case of 
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Storer versus Moneypenny, which promised to 
be a cause ciUbre^ and owing to the sudden 
and fortunate indisposition of his leader it fell 
to Laurence to cross-examine the defendant, 
who stayed in the witness-box the whole day, 
and left it with a strong disposition towards 
suicide. In the leading articles on the case 
the plaintiff's success was generally attributed 
to Harrowby's clever handling of the witness ; 
his reputation was established in a day, his 
brilliant future confidently predicted. 

Briefs came plentifully, and only too eager 
to approach Camilla, perhaps even before he 
was fully justified in asking her to marry him, 
Laurence left his chambers early on the after- 
noon of Eileen's return to London, and set 
forth to Norfolk Street. 

It was a cheerful day, and he felt some of 
the ferment of the spring in his blood ; he had 
fallen into a holiday mood, and hope ran riot, 
with only sufficient doubt to lend a zest to his 
enterprise. 

Like his mother, he was rather short, and 
without being actually stout, his figure was 
well-rounded. His hair and skin were fair, 
and his smooth face wore an ingenuous ex- 
pression which often proved invaluable. On 
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reaching the house he left his hat and cane 
in the hall, entering the drawing-room with 
the air of one who was at home there. He 
was impressed by the striking animation of 
Camilla's manner, which, however, was almost 
invariably vivacious. 

She was small, fair, and charming, and this 
afternoon her grey eyes shone with happiness 
— in consequence of his presence, as Laurence 
never doubted. His own courage almost for- 
sook him, and he began to talk of anything 
rather than what he had come to say. 

"Is Oliver all right ? " he asked. 

**Oh, my brother is by way of taking a 
short cut to fortune!" answered Camilla. 

" Is there one ? " 

" It lies through a church," Camilla con- 
tinued. " Of course there is nothing actually 
settled yet, and I suppose it's a pity that 
Geraldine is a year or two older than him- 
self." 

"Who is she.^" asked Laurence. 

" Mrs. Guthrie — a great personage in South- 
shire. She has a place at Rickhampton, owns 
the most of the land about there, and possesses 
immense influence. Sir Henry Morton is the 
sitting member, you know." 
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" I hear he is on his last legs," Laurence 
suggested. 

"If Oliver chooses, he may be his suc- 
cessor." 

"How about the free and independent elec- 
tors ? " said Laurence, with a smile. 

"The place is a Conservative stronghold," 
she answered. "It is true there may be an 
Independent candidate, but he won't command 
more than a few hundred votes. The nominee 
of the Conservative Association is certain to 
be returned, and the Conservative Association 
in its turn will be guided by two or three 
leading spirits in the division." 

** Where does Mrs. Guthrie come in.**" said 
Laurence. 

"Oh, she dominates the leading spirits. 
Oliver has not known her very, very long, but 
she seems extremely devoted. I believe that 
she has already been paving the way for him, 
and, of course, it is exactly the chance he 
needs." 

" Mrs. Guthrie included ? " 

"He couldn't prove ungrateful," answered 
Camilla, with a laugh. "And as a matter of 
fact, you know as well as I that he would do. 
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a great deal to find a welcoming constituency. 
Oliver is too independent ! " 

"You don't give one that impression," cried 
Laurence. 

"At all events," she continued, "I haven't 
much doubt that he will become member for 
Rickhampton ' ' 

" And Mrs. Guthrie's husband ? " 

"The one position entails the other," was 
the answer. " But," she added, " I have never 
properly congratulated you. I see your name 
in the newspapers, and feel quite proud of 
knowing such a distinguished person. Every- 
body insists that you have the ball at your feet." 

" I mean to win a goal," he said, with every 
sign of confidence; but then he paused a 
moment, moistening his lips, and feeling far 
more nervous than when he had suddenly 
been called upon in the absence of his leader 
to cross-examine Mr. Moneypenny. "I think," 
he continued, leaning eagerly towards her, 
"you know what I have wished the last year 
or two." 

Camilla regarded iiim with unaffected sur- 
prise. 

** I knew what your mother wished for you," 
she admitted. 
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"Ah, yes," he said, "one prayed to be saved 
from one's friends. But, anyhow, it is never 
too late to mend." 

"When the — ^the pieces get lost," she sug- 
gested 

"They are both here," he continued, "and 
all we have to do is to join them together. If 
you recollect, the first few months after you 
came " 

" Oh, that is ancient history," she answered 

** But history repeats itself." 

" Always with a difference," she said. 

"What is the difference now.^" he asked, 
with his eyes fixed eagerly on her face. 

"Only that I — I am engaged to be married," 
she returned. 

Turning away, Laurence walked to one of 
the windows, and for what seemed a long time 
stood there staring down at the quiet street 
His reflections were a little bitten Never 
questioning that she had been sympathetic 
enough to understand, he had devoted all his 
powers to the attainment of a position which 
might form at least an excuse to ask her to 
marry him. He had succeeded beyond his 
highest anticipations, only to arrive on the 
scene a day after the fain 
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^'Who is the man?" he asked, facing her 
abruptly. 

" Mr. Donovon," she answered ** I don't 
suppose you know him/' 

** Is — is everjrthing quite settled ? " he 
asked. 

'' Do you imagine I should have told you if 
it were not ? " she retorted. 

" But if I had come sooner — a week or two 
ago?" 

"A pleasant opinion you must have of me! " 
said Camilla. 

" Well, that is true," he answered. 

" Knowing I have promised to marry Jack, 
you suggest that I could have engaged myself 
to you a week or two ago ! " 

" You must forgive me ! " he exclaimed. *' I 
find it difficult to realise " 

** That I care for the man who is going to 
be my husband ! " 

"That you don't — don't care for me. I 
suppose it's the same thing," he said. 

"Well," answered Camilla, "a woman can't 
halve herself, or else " 

" Yes ? " he suggested eagerly. 

" Oh, I am immensely sorry, Laurence," she 
said. ^ But how — how was I to know ? " 
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"Would it have made a difference if you 
had known?" 

"What is the good of going into that? 
How can I tell ? You understand how it was. 
You saw through Mrs. Harrowby's scheme, 
and you discreetly backed away. And now," 
she continued, " you make me feel like a hard- 
hearted wretch. But what can I do?" she 
asked, throwing out her hands. 

" I suppose nobody can do anything," he 
answered ruefully ; and bidding Camilla good- 
bye, he went miserably away. 

She leaned back in her chair with a gloomy 
expression, although her face brightened when 
Mrs. Harrowby returned home half an hour 
later. 

"Well," cried Mrs. Harrowby, with her 
usual somewhat aggressive energy, "have you 
had any visitors ? " 

" Only two," was the answer. 

"Who were they?" 

" Laurence has not been long gone " 

" How unfortunate ! " exclaimed Mrs. Har- 
rowby. "He might surely have waited. 
Who else?" she asked. 

" Mr. Donovon." 

" Whatever brought him here ? " she de- 
manded sharply. 
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"I — I suppose I did." 

" Then all I can say is you were extremely 
injudicious, my dear." 

Camilla smiled — a little timidly. 

"Then I wonder what you will say when 
I tell you I have promised to marry him!" 
she cried. 

*' To marry Mr. Donovon ! " said Mrs. Har- 
rowby, after a pause, during which she could 
not find words to say anything. 

''About two hours ago," said Camilla. 

" The maddest thing I ever heard of in my 
life ! But," Mrs. Harrowby added, " of course 
it must not be permitted The man is notori- 
ous. He lives by his wits." 

" Then at least he- possesses some — unlike 
so many men." 

"If it were not for your money, he would 
never have thought of you," Mrs. Harrowby 
insisted. 

"He confessed he could never have asked 
me to marry him," said Camilla. 

"Surely you are not foolish enough to 
imagine he cares a straw for you!" 

"Well," answered Camilla demurely, "he 
says he does." 

"Ah ! men have lied from time to time " 
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Camilla laughed merrily. " Pray continue," 
she cried " But not for love ! " 

" Have as many lies been told about any- 
thing else?" Mrs. Harrowby demanded. 

"Jack couldn't lie," was the answer. ** I 
know he puts a gloss on things. I am quite 
aware of that Mine is not the kind of love 
that is blind." 

** Then I sincerely pity you." 

" You need not," Camilla continued. " I 
believe I am the very happiest woman in the 
world. Still I wish I could win you round," 
she said. "It isn't nice to be regarded as a 
sort of lost sheep." 

" I can only hope you are not utterly lost 
as yet ! " said Mrs. Harrowby severely. 

" I intend to go my own way," Camilla 
assured her. "I know precisely what you 
think. You imagine Jack is all show and 
bluster, but that is only because you don't 
understand him." 

"It is you I fail to understand," was the 
answer. 

" Oh, I am a young woman in revolt," said 
Camilla. " I want to live." 

"You are likely to die of a broken heart 
if you marry that man ! " 
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'* I really don't care a scrap for half the 
things I talk about/' Camilla continued. '' I 
don't want to read minor poetry — I want to 
get into the fresh air. Now Jack strikes me 
as a person who lives out of doors." 

**You can't very well shoot pigeons in a 
house," said Mrs. Harrowby. 

" They say he is such an excellent shot, 
too," answered Camilla. "Oh, I know his 
weaknesses as well — ever so much better than 
you do. But he seems to be a man. He 
isn't afraid to let you see he possesses a soul — 
or whatever one ought to call it I daresay 
I don't explain very well," she added, "and 
most likely you think me foolish " 

" Foolish ! " exclaimed Mrs. Harrowby. " I 
think you are mad. I shall send for your 
brother and see what influence he can bring 
to bear upon you." 

** None," said Camilla cheerfully. " By-the- 
by," she cried, with a hand on the door, 
"Jack said he should come after dinner this 
evening." 

Strongly as she disapproved of Camilla's 
infatuation, Mrs. Harrowby perceived the 
futility of small measures of opposition. She 
might, for instance, have remained in her 
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drawing-room this evening and have spoiled 
a t6te-k-t6te. But Camilla was quite capable 
of asserting her independence, and even of 
quitting Norfolk Street at short notice. So 
Mrs. Harrowby retired to the morning-room 
to wait for Oliver, who must long ago have 
received her telegram, whilst Camilla went 
upstairs expecting Jack. 

He arrived soon after nine o'clock, with a 
red flower in his evening coat and two rows 
of gilt buttons on his waistcoat In one hand 
he carried a large basket covered with blue 
paper, obviously containing flowers. When he 
had greeted Camilla, he placed the basket on 
the table and carefully unpinned the paper. 

*' Oh, what lovely lilies ! " she cried. 

" They are not worthy of you, Camilla," said 
Jack, as she bent over them, enjoying their 
fragrance. 

^* Why do you always speak in superlatives ? " 
she asked. 

"In what other way would I speak of you ? " 
he returned. 

" But you will make people laugh ! " 

" Laugh, is it ? " exclaimed Jack, with a 
threatening air. "Ah, my darling!" he con- 
tinued, with a caress in every accent, "it is 
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only to-day I have known what a blessed 
world we live in. And I long to take you 
away by myself " 

"Yes, I should like to travel," she said, 
selecting one of the lilies. 

•*We shall have a yacht," he continued 
enthusiastically, ^' and I can see myself on its 
deck by your side, with the salt spray blowing 
in our faces— yours and my own, with nothing 
but the blue sky and the blue sea around." 

" Have you done much yachting ? " she 
asked. 

*' Never in my life," he admitted. And then, 
sitting by her side. Jack forgot everything but 
her presence — even Eileen's in Davies Street. 
**Will they be diamonds or pearls I am to 
bring my darling ? " he asked presently as her 
hahd rested in his own. 

"You must choose which you please for 
me," she answered. " Shall — shall I lend you 
a ring for the size. Jack ? " she suggested, with 
a blush. 

" To-morrow I will bring it," he said hastily ; 
"though it can never be fit for my princess to 
wear." 

"Jack!" cried Camilla. "I have told Mrs. 
Harrowby." * 
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" I will be honoured to receive her congratu- 
lations," he answered. 

" They may not be very effusive." 

" And why should they be ? " he demanded. 
" Nobody knows better than myself how un- 
worthy I am." 

"Mrs. Harrowby has sent for Oliver," 
Camilla continued. *' I — I daresay he may call 
to see you." 

" I will be delighted to see Mr. Keene," 
said Jack. 

** I am not quite sure," was the answer. 

" Camilla, it is like my own brother he shall 
be!" 

" Perhaps not at first," said Camilla. " But 
— but I should be sorry if you and Oliver were 
really to disagree." "^ 

"Disagree with your brother!" exclaimed 
Jack. " It is the last thing I would dream of." 

Leaving Norfolk Street a little before eleven 
o'clock, Jack went to a small club, where play 
sometimes ran high. The most of its members 
belonged also to another club, which met thrice 
a week in a field near Uxbridge. From back- 
ing his gun Jack Donovon derived a consider- 
able portion of his erratic income, which was 
further increased by the aid of unlimited loo 
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on the return of the members from their 
country excursions. 

Fortune, which had treated Jack but scurvily 
of late, smiled upon him faintly to-night, and 
he left the club the winner of a few pounds. 
Near his own door he was accosted by a 
forlorn -looking woman with a babe at her 
breast, and when she began to recount her 
woes Jack's heart was touched. He stayed 
to listen, and before he went on his way again 
two of his recently won sovereigns had changed 
hands. 

But few of his critics would have given her 
sixpence, the commonness of her tale alone 
being sufficient to pr^event them. As it chanced 
the story was true, however; the world had 
used her cruelly, she and the child were starv- 
ing, so that here was another woman besides 
Camilla praying for Jack to-night. 



Ill 



INTERVENTION 



A WOMAN is said to be as old as she looks; 
a man as young as he feels; and Geraldine 
Guthrie did not look quite thirty-five. Her 
friends were kind enough to say that she used 
to be very pretty, but if her face appeared a 
little faded it had by no means lost its charm, 
whilst her slender, long-waisted figure looked 
as youthful as ever. 

Since the death of her husband, eight years 
ago, Geraldine had lived for the most part on 
her estate at Rickhampton, and her present 
visit to London had been extended solely on 
account of Oliver, to whom she had been 
introduced six months ago. 

People declared that she was acting very 
foolishly, and perhaps it was foolish for a 
woman of thirty-five to dream of marrying a 
young man of twenty-seven. Yet Geraldine 
felt no older during the past ten years. If 

34 
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her skin had lost its freshness, her heart was 
still young, and her few grey hairs were in- 
visible to everybody but herself and her maid. 
No girl in her teens could have felt a warmer 
enthusiasm for Oliver Keene. Geraldine was 
rich, and nothing would delight her more than 
to share her wealth ; if he were ambitious, she 
was prepared to make any sacrifice in his 
interests. 

It was perhaps a little humiliating to be 
compelled to entertain a doubt concerning his 
reciprocity, but on the other hand she could 
not deceive herself, any more than she could 
openly angle for him. At the least Oliver 
appeared to find pleasure in her society; he 
often came to her house in Knightsbridge, and 
in fact he had dined there t6te-k-t6te on the 
first evening of Camilla's engagement to Jack 
Donovon : hence his failure to respond to 
Mrs. Harrowby's summons. 

If Oliver had been blind to his possibilities, 
Camilla was able to enlighten him. The uncle 
who had left his sister a fortune had passed 
him over, although he still had his patrimonial 
five hundred pounds a year, an income which 
was increased by contributions to the political 
reviews. 
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His ambition was to make a figure in the 
House of Commons. Oliver had the gift of 
oratory, he held strong opinions, he was a 
favourite in society, and, moreover, there re- 
mained somewhat of the boy in him still. He 
was already in request for minor political 
meetings, and he would willingly travel a few 
hundreds of miles to make a speech. At the 
same time he did not always fall into line with 
the current opinions of his party, a circum- 
stance that militated against his acceptance 
as a candidate. There was little doubt that 
success must follow his election, but Oliver 
had not much love of drudgery, and nothing 
could exceed his eagerness to awake one 
morning to find himself elected^ 

Camilla, scoffing always, had not omitted to 
indicate his opportunity, and whilst jeering at 
the young man who could dream of marrying 
a woman **old enough to be his mother," 
assured him that only an idiot would lose such 
a chance. He was tall, clean-limbed, with fair 
hair, and strong, clear-cut features. His face 
was shaven, its suggestion of youthfulness con- 
trasting agreeably with his calm, self-contained 
demeanour. Geraldine regarded this apparent 
coldness as his only drawback. 
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They were alone in the drawing-room, which 
overlooked Hyde Park ; the window was open, 
and Oliver had been encouraged to light a 
cigarette. 

•* I suppose," said Geraldine, leaning back in 
her chair, *' that it is always wise to mind one's 
own affairs." 

" But then it's often wise to be foolish," he 
answered. 

**That doesn't sound like yourself!" 

"A pleasant variety for you," he suggested, 
with a smile. 

" Oh, well," she cried, '* you don't strike one 
as a man who—" 

**Who neglects the main chance!" 

**I didn't mean precisely that," she con- 
tinued. "Of course, I don't suppose you 
could be mercenary; but at the least you 
know what you want *' 

'* Well ? " he said. 

"And you are not likely to let anything stand 
in your way." 

"But," he reminded her, "you were on the 
point of interfering with me ! " 

"Not interfering." 

"What then.?" 
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**Only of giving you a warning, and not 
about yourself, I was thinking of Camilla." 

" Well," he exclaimed, with a tolerant laugh, 
" I have never heard my sister accused of over- 
much wisdom." 

" Mr. Donovon is paying her a good deal of 
attention," she said quietly. "He has met her 
rather often lately." 

" Oh, but Donovon is too complete an out- 
sider to be in the running," he answered 
' ^ Camilla is a little flighty, but she would draw 
the line at Donovon." 

Geraldine looked sceptical. ** At all events, 
I thought you wouldn't mind my giving you a 
hint," she said. " By-the-by," she added, " I 
had a letter from home this morning." 

" How is Sir Henry .'^" asked Oliver. 

" Dying." 

** Then there will soon be a vacancy in your 
division ? " 

** Yes," she answered, meeting his eyes for a 
moment, and blushing for herself the next. 

Oliver was not to know why she flushed, 
but he noticed that she looked younger, and 
inclination seemed to run with self-interest — 
always a desirable condition of things. He 
perceived that the seat might probably be his 
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if he cared to pay the price, and after all it 
might prove to be a case in which it was at 
least as blessed to give as to receive. 

On reaching his rooms in Granville Cham- 
bers, he found Mrs. Harrowby's tel^ram, too 
late to set forth to Norfolk Street that night. 
Remembering Geraldine's warning, he became 
a little alarmed, and soon after breakfast the 
next morning Oliver started. Mrs. Harrowby 
received him alone, with an expression that 
boded no good. 

** Anything the matter.*^" he asked, as she 
simultaneously sighed and shook his hand. 

**What is the very worst thing you can 
imagine ? " 

" Oh, well," he said, " I hope it isn't quite so 
bad as that ! " 

"I daresay you have met Mr. Donovon — 
Jack Donovon ?'* she suggested. 

"Once or twice," answered Oliver appre- 
hensively. 

"How should you like him for a brother-in- 
law .>" 

"The thing is inconceivable." 

"Anyhow," cried Mrs. Harrowby, throwing 
out her hands with a hopeless gesture, "Camilla 
is engaged to be married to the man." 
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" But surely- 



>i 



"Now, please don't aggravate me by dis* 
puting a positive fact. I tell you he has asked 
her to be his wife, and she has been mad 
enough to accept him." 

"But Donovon is such a rank outsider!" 
said Oliver. 

"Really, Mr. Keene," she retorted, "you 
must forgive my saying that Camilla seems to 
have a tendency to that sort of person." 

"He hasn't a penny," cried Oliver, 

" I have pointed all that sort of thing out 
to her, and she has an answer to every ob- 
jection. She insinuates that I am worldly and 
conventional ; that we live in degenerate days, 
which is perfectly true. She insists that Mr. 
Donovon is a kind of unappreciated knight of 
romance. He has more chivalry in his little 
finger than a roomful of modern young men 
in their collective carcasses, and she always 
concludes with the same refrain : she intends 
to marry the man." 

" Of course that is all nonsense," said Oliver. 
" I must talk to her." 

"Well," answered Mrs. Harrowby, rising 
from her chair, " I can only hope that 
you will make a greater impression than I 
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have done/' and with that she quitted the 
room. 

A few moments later Camilla entered it im- 
petuously, running to Oliver and bestowing 
the kiss which relationship demanded. He 
could not help noticing that she looked her 
brightest and most fascinating this morning, 
but thrusting his hands in the pockets of his 
tweed jacket, he stared impassively into her 
face. 

" Now, what is this nonsense ? *' he asked. 

''Nonsense!" she exclaimed, with a laugh. 

" You seem to have been making rather a 
mess of things! "he persisted. 

Sitting down, Camilla leaned comfortably 
back in her chair. "Is this your method of 
felicitation ? " she demanded cheerfully. 

" You might as well expect me to congratu- 
late you if you threatened to commit suicide," 
he retorted. 

"Only I am just beginning to live," she 
cried. 

" Anyhow," said Oliver contemptuously, 
"you can't dream of marrying that bounder." 

" Now, what is a bounder ? " she asked, with 
an ingenuous expression. 

" If you want an example, take Donovon." 
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" I have decided to take him — for better, 
for worse," she said. ** But you argue in a 
circle/' 

"It isn't a matter for argument " 

" Certainly not," she said. 

" It's a matter of taste." 

"Consequently we can't dispute about it." 

**The fact is," he urged, "you don't under- 
stand the sort of man Donovon is." 

" Oh, yes, I do," cried Camilla, with a satis- 
fied smile. 

"Yet you have promised to become his 
wife ! " 

"And I intend to keep my word," she in- 
sisted. 

" To the rankest outsider in London." 

"The most chivalrous gentleman," she re- 
turned. "He could not utter a harsh word to 



a woman " 



"It is true that kind ones are more in his 
line," said Oliver. " But anyhow, you are not 
going to marry the man." 

" How do you propose to prevent me ? " she 
asked coolly. 

** I shall go to Donovon direct from here." 

"He lives in Davies Street, Berkeley 
Square," she said, mentioning the number, 
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''and I have no doubt you will find him at 
home.'' 

He set forth a few minutes later, and on 
reaching Davies Street was admitted by Sarah, 
Miss Wendover's servant Havit^ satisfied 
herself that he could not be a dun, she per- 
mitted him to wait on the door-mat whilst 
she took his name to Jack, who peremptorily 
ordered her to bring Mr. Keene upstairs at 
once. 

'' I think I have had the honour of meeting 
you before, Mr. Keene," cried Jack with the 
utmost cordiality, ''and I am delighted to see 
you again." 

His hand was offered so deliberately that 
it could not be refused without an immediate 
affront Oliver touched his finger-tips, then 
turning aside placed his felt hat on the table. 

"Allow me to offer you a cigar ? " said Jack, 
holding out a large case. 

" No, thank you," answered Oliver stiffly. 

" But you'll have a drink ? " 

" I wanted to talk to you about — about my 
sister," said Oliver. 

" My darling Camilla," cried Jack. 

" I understand that her name is being coupled 
with yours." 
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"It shall be the happiest day of my life 
when she takes my own for good, Mr. 
Keene." 

" I don't know what right you have to adopt 
such a tone," said Oliver, suppressing his wrath 
with immense difficulty. 

"The right which Camilla has given me," 
was the answer. 

" I feel a natural curiosity concerning your 
means," Oliver suggested. 

" My means, is it ? " said Jack, running his 
fingers through his hair. 

"Yes, concerning your means." 

" Now, my dear friend, let me persuade you 
to have a drink," cried Jack. 

** Kindly answer my question." 

" It is not the sort of thing I am accustomed 
to," said Jack. "And let me tell you that it is 
offensive to come to a gentleman's rooms and 
cross-examine him as if he were in the witness- 
box." 

"I am simply here as Miss Keene's 
brother " 

" That is why I have permitted you to stay 
so long," answered Jack. 

At this point Oliver lost the control of his 
temper. 
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" Anyhow," he exclaimed, " I must trouble 
you not to go near my sister again." 

" Not to go near Camilla ! " 

"I intend to thrash you every time you 
speak to her," said Oliver, looking straight 
into Jack's face. 

"To thrash me, you say!" cried Jack, 
flushing quickly. " Mr. Keene," he continued, 
" I beg you to excuse me a minute," and 
leaving the room, he returned a few moments 
later with two pairs of boxing-gloves in his 
arms. "You will oblige me by putting them 
on," he said, holding one pair towards Oliver. 

"Oh, hang the gloves!" answered Oliver 
angrily. 

** My dear friend," said Jack, *• I would wipe 
the floor with you in half a minute if you were 
not Camilla's brother. But as it is I promised 
not to injure you, and you will oblige me by 
putting on the gloves." 

By this time Oliver was beside himself, and 
it especially maddened him to learn that 
Camilla had prepared Jack for his coming. 
Still he hesitated a moment before he began 
to unbutton his jacket Throwing this and his 
waistcoat off, he slipped his braces from his 
shoulders and turned back his shirt-cuffs. 
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Then taking a pair of the gloves which Jack 
had been patiently holding, Oliver put them 
on. 

A moment later he saw that Jack shaped 
well. Donovon had the advantage of two or 
three extra inches, and he was more than a 
stone heavier. Oliver soon realised that his 
work was cut out for him, and during the next 
few minutes he underwent an annoying experi- 
ence. He had threatened to thrash Jack every 
time he spoke to Camilla, but he was too clever 
himself not to see that he had met his master. 
For some time Jack parried all his blows, and 
Oliver had the disagreeable knowledge that he 
was being played with until such time as his 
antagonist chose to finish him. 

"Mr. Keene," said Jack presently, with a 
benign smile on his face, ** I have a little 
business to transact this morning. I have, in 
fact, to purchase a ring for Camilla. And 
when you are satisfied you are wasting time, 
we will put our coats on." 

" I have not quite finished yet," answered 
Oliver, with an uncomfortable sense of im- 
potence. 

" You have not begun," cried Jack. "If 
you recollect, you intended to thrash me, and 
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when you are convinced it is not to be done, 
perhaps you will favour me by tasting my 
whisky." 

Oliver's wrathful answer was a blow with 
his right, and the next instant he fell back- 
ward, striking his head violently against the 
marble top of the sideboard. For a few 
seconds he lay motionless, then sitting up in 
a dazed condition, he was trying to realise 
what misfortune had overtaken him, when the 
door opened, and Eileen stopped in astonish- 
ment on the threshold. 

Eileen had left Jack in a perfectly tranquil 
state of mind about an hour earlier. He had 
given her two sovereigns to put into her purse, 
but instead of keeping them there she had 
gone out to make a few additions to her scanty 
wardrobe. Unused to shopping on her own 
account, she had thoroughly enjoyed herself, 
and had walked back to Davies Street carry- 
ing two paper parcels, which she now nearly 
dropped in her consternation. 

Jack had warned her that he should not be 
at home on her return, and yet she saw him 
without his coat and waistcoat, in the act of 
removing the gloves, whilst Oliver sat pale 
and dazed on the carpet 
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*' Eileen," said Jack, as she stood hesitating 
whether to enter the room or retreat, "my 
friend Mr. Keene, Mr. Keene," he explained, 
" is the brother of the young lady I am going 
to marry," 

Unable to trust himself to rise at present, 
Oliver, seated on the floor, bowed a little 
ludicrously, and with a smile deepening on 
her face, Eileen acknowledged his salutation. 

Oliver could not shake off his feeling of 
confusion. He recollected putting on the 
gloves with Jack, and being knocked out ; 
and he supposed that he must have struck 
his head against the confounded sideboard ! 
And now a charming, fresh-looking, dark- 
haired girl stood by the door smiling, whilst 
obviously striving not to smile, at his predica- 
ment. The consequence was that Oliver made 
an effort to find his feet, although it became 
convenient to cling to the sideboard. 

**A little misfortune," Jack explained in his 
most airy manner. " My friend Mr. Keene 
is clever with his hands, and he promised to 
show me a trick or two. He happened to 
fall, and struck his head against the side- 
board — the fact is, the room is too small. 
Pray don't hurry away," he added, turning to- 
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wards Oliver. ** I would advise you to lie on 
the sofa and to take a small drop of whisky. 
You will find it in the sideboard, Eileen." 

With that Jack took his coat and waist- 
coat in his hands and quitted the room, where- 
upon Eileen felt more embarrassed than she 
had ever felt before. 

Oliver, with the gloves still on Ms hands, 
stood leaning against the sideboard. He 
looked distinctly the worse for his fall, and as 
the door closed after Jack he put one of the 
gloves to his head for the curious satisfaction 
of feeling the bruise. 

**Your — your head is bleeding!" cried 
Eileen, as he lowered his hand. 

** Just a little," said Oliver. 

" Is — is there anything I can do ? " she 
asked. 

" Would you mind drawing off my gloves ? " 
said Oliver; and he held out his hands one 
at a time, whilst she drew off the boxing- 
gloves. **Do you think I could go some- 
where to set myself to rights?" he added. 

** I am afraid there is nowhere," she answered. 
" Jack is in his room, you know. May I help 
you to put your coat on ? " she suggested. 

Standing without support now, Oliver quickly 
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put his braces back on his shoulders, and 
Eileen, taking his coat and waistcoat from a 
chair, held them up for his arms. As he 
turned his back to thrust his hands into the 
sleeves, she cried — 

** Your head is bleeding quite badly ! Don't 
you think something ought to be done to 
it?" 

" Perhaps it might be as well," said Oliver. 

" What ought you to do ? " 

" If I could have a little water to bathe the 
place " 

" I will fetch you some," she answered, and 
leaving the room she went to that where Jack 
slept, but receiving no answer to her knock 
she opened the door. Finding it empty, 
Eileen concluded that he had already gone 
out, and if he had left his room in a less 
disorderly condition she would have offered 
Oliver its use. As things were, however, she 
went to Sarah, asked for some hot water and 
a towel, and returned with these to the sitting- 
room. 

'* Shall I — should you like me to bathe it for 
you ? " she suggested. 

« Oh, but " 

" Please sit down," she answered solemnly. 
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and he took a seat in the armchair. ^' It is 
such an obvious opportunity for a Good 
Samaritan!" she added. 

''Do you mean to hint that I have fallen 
among thieves?" 

'* Why, no," she said, with a delightful laugh ; 
** I was thinking of the sideboard. Please 
hold your head a little more forward, or the 
water will run down your neck." 

She had never attempted a surgical opera- 
tion before, but she belonged to the deft- 
handed order of womankind, and her touch 
was pleasant and soothing. With a solemn 
face she stood behind Oliver's chair, parting 
his short fair hair with her finger-tips until the 
cut was laid bare. Then with the wet towel 
she carefully cleansed it. 

" It still bleeds a little," she said presently, 
**but if I press the towel against it a few 
minutes perhaps it will cease." 

**Are you sure I am not hindering you?" 
he asked. 

'* You can't hinder a person who has nothing 
to do," she returned. *' I rather like the 
chance to make myself useful, ^ost likely 
Jack will be out all day, so I shall have quite 
enough of my own society." 
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** How do you kill time ? " he asked, wonder- 
ing more and more how she came to be in 
Jack's rooms, yet never from the first suppos- 
ing that Camilla had any cause for jealousy on 
her account. 

** Well," she returned, with her eyes on the 
wound, *' it happens that I have a hat to trim 
— my first experience." 

" The same as this ? " he said, trying to turn 
to look at her, but finding his head held more 
firmly than he had anticipated. 

" Yes," she answered quietly. 

" I hope I may be fortunate enough to meet 
you when you are wearing it," he suggested. 

"Of course," she said, **you will often be 
coming here, as Jack is going to marry your 
sister. I think it has left off bleeding now," 
she added. 

" Are you sure ? " 

" Quite." 

"You don't think it will burst out again? 
A pity to spoil the ship for a ha porth of tar, 
you know." 

" Oh, it will be all right now," said Eileen. 

" Then I suppose I must go," he answered. 

" I — I suppose you must," she agreed. 

" Upon my word," he cried, rising, " I don't 
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know in the least how to thank you. Do you 
live here altogether?" he asked. 

" For the present," she returned, and Oliver 
noticed the anxious expression of her face. 

**Then you are going away later on?" he 
suggested. 

'* When Jack is married, of course I shall be 
compelled to go." 

" Where ? " he persisted. 

** Ah, I cannot tell you that," said Eileen. 

** Anyhow, there's many a slip betwixt the 
cup and the lip," he answered. 

"That would be a terrible disappointment 
for Jack," she remarked. 

" I fancy he would quickly get over it" 

She looked as if she were considering the 
question attentively. "He is immensely fond 
of your sister," she said presently, "and any 
woman must like Jack." 

" You — for instance ? " 

"Of course," she answered, as Oliver took 
his hat from the table ; " because, you under- 
stand, I owe him everything." 
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BUYING A RING 



Jack Donovon's thoughts were a curious 
blend of romance and somewhat mean reality 
as he walked from Davies Street to Jermyn 
Street that morning. When his mind dwelled 
upon Camilla he felt capable of the noblest 
deeds ; but his most pressing need was the 
acquirement of the wherewithal to purchase 
an engagement ring. 

Only a man of the most buoyant hopefulness 
Could have imagined that Mr. Leverson would 
assist him. Mr. Leverson was an esteemed 
member of an equivocal profession ; his small 
features showed little trace of his Hebrew 
descent ; he was short, slim, and neatly dressed, 
with a pleasant, low voice and inoffensive 
manners. 

Jack, who shook hands with his tradesmen 
and with everybody who gave him the oppor- 
tunity, made no exception now. 
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" A fine spring morning, Mr. Leverson ! " 
he exclaimed. ** I hope Mrs. Leverson is 
well." 

From his tone you would have imagined 
that he was intimately acquainted with the 
family, but as a matter of fact he had seen 
Mrs. Leverson only once from a distance, on 
a Saturday night at the theatre. 

"Quite well, thank you," said Mr. Leverson. 
''Whisky, Mr. Donovon.?" 

Jack agreed to whisky, which, indeed, he 
seldom refused in any circumstances whatso- 
ever. *' Mr. Leverson," he continued, when 
be had been supplied, **I am engaged to be 
married to the most beautiful young lady in 
the world." 

'* I have heard that Miss Keene is a very 
charming lady," was the answer. 

**Good news travels fast, Mr. Leverson." 

**That kind of news usually travels my 
way," said Leverson. 

Jack leaned back in his chair and spoke 
in his most casual manner. " I am in want 
of a trifle of a few hundreds," he exclaimed. 

*' Life is too uncertain," Leverson returned. 

•' It is the deuce of a fix I am in," said Jack. 
'* In a few months' time I will be rolling in 
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riches, yet to-day I haven't the money to 
purchase Miss Keene a ring." 

If Jack, from a business point of view, was 
not the rose, he was very near the rose. If the 
day had gone by when money could be profit- 
ably advanced to himself, he had often put 
a borrower in Leverson's way, and it was 
his peculiarity never to accept a commission. 
While Leverson was far too astute to take 
his marriage for granted, strange things some- 
times happened, and if Jack married Miss 
Keene he would in all human probability again 
become a constant and remunerative customer. 

" I can't let you have any money," said 
Leverson presently, "but I might be able to 
accommodate you with a ring. You haven't 
forgotten Mr. Rutherford Grey ? " 

"The poor fellow was my dearest friend," 
answered Jack pathetically. 

" Ah ! " cried Leverson. " Unfortunately," 
he continued, " I was compelled to press Mr. 
Grey a little before his death, and in short he 
induced me to accept some of his late wife's 
jewellery in part payment. I happen to have 
one or two articles still by me." 

Jack's spirits rose immediately. Money, of 
course, was what a man always needed, but for 
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the moment a ring was the most urgent ne- 
cessity. At the time when he became affianced 
to Camilla his fortunes were at the lowest ebb, 
yet he must certainly place a ring on her finger, 
and whence it came seemed a matter of small 
importance. Leverson rose and unlocked a 
small iron safe, from which he took a tray 
containing one or two brooches, some loose 
diamonds, and the ring. 

Jack's was one of those happy dispositions 
which enable their possessor to regard his own 
belongings with consummate satisfaction. He 
admired the ring from the moment he saw it, 
although it would not have pleased everybody. 
The stones were rubies, set in a kind of lozenge, 
and at the least calculated to attract attention 
to the wearer. The ring might have been 
valued at something less than a hundred pounds, 
but Leverson perceived that in the event of 
a rupture with Miss Keene he would never 
receive a halfpenny. 

'* I should require a bill at four months for 
five hundred pounds," he said. 

" I shall accept it at once," was the answer, 
and a few minutes later Jack was on his way 
to a jeweller's with the ring in his waistcoat 
pocket. Having arranged that it should be 
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cleaned and put in a new case, he turned his 
steps towards Paddington, whence he took a 
train to Uxbridge. He was not in his best 
form that afternoon, he missed more birds than 
usual, but yet there was good news in store 
for him. 

It was the day of the Leicester Handicap, 
and Jack had had a " tip " for the event. He 
was always having ** tips," which often bore no 
satisfactory result, but for once fortune smiled 
upon him. Not only had he obtained a mag- 
nificent ring for Camilla, but the Monk had 
come in first at Leicester. Jack had put five 
pounds on the horse some time ago, at twenty 
to one, and he was consequently the winner 
of a hundred pounds. He had arranged to 
call in Norfolk Street after dinner that evening, 
but Camilla received a visit from her brother 
some hours earlier. Oliver wore his hat 
slightly forward over his brows on account 
of the bruise at the back of his head. 
*' Well," she asked, " did you see Jack ? " 
" Oh, yes," he returned, a little ruefully. 
*' What happened?" 

** I inquired about his means " 

** I am quite aware that Jack's means are 
something like snakes in Iceland," said Camilla. 
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" No doubt they are a little serpentine," 
Oliver continued. ** However, Donovon re- 
sented my questions, and I admit I lost my 
temper. We had a bout with the gloves " 

" Oh, what folly ! " she exclaimed. 

" Yes, it was," said Oliver. ^ The fact is he 
proved too strong for me." 

"He convinced you of the error of your 
ways then ? " 

" Only of yours," he returned. " It is im- 
possible you can go along with this." 

** To the bitter end," she cried, with a laugh ; 
" only it won't be bitter." 

Oliver stared down at the carpet, perplexed 
to find a means to bring Camilla to her senses. 

"So Jack beat you," she said presently. 
"What happened after that?" 

''Then Eileen came home," was the un- 
expected answer. 

" Eileen ! " 

" I didn't hear her surname." 

" But who — who is she.*^" demanded Camilla. 

"As far as I can make out she is a sort of 
prot^g^e of Donovon's." 

" Is she young ? " 

"About eighteen," said Oliver. 

** Nice — nice-looking ? " 
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"Oh, she is nice altogether," he answered, 
and he left Camilla full of wonderment con- 
cerning Eileen's identity. She looked forward 
to Jack's arrival with extreme impatience. 

**To whom did you introduce Oliver this 
Oiorning?" she asked as soon as he entered 
her presence. 

" Eileen is the dearest girl in the world bar 
one," said Jack ; " and I love her as if she 
were my sister." 

" Still, she isn't your sister." 

" Not at all," he returned, eyeing Camilla 
askant 

" Isn't it rather a peculiar arrangement ? " 
she suggested. 

"And not in the least convenient!" he ex- 
claimed. "Only what was the poor girl to 
do?" 

"I am afraid I don't understand," said 
Camilla, a little coldly. 

"Ah, it is myself you don't understand, my 
darling," he answered, "because it is jealous 
you're feeling, although I have no thought 
that isn't your own." 

Then he entered upon her history, which 
grew extremely pathetic in the narration. 

"She did not leave the school until three 
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days ago/' he concluded. ^* I used to run 
down to Margate to make sure she was happy, 
but the last year I didn't go." 

"Why not.>" asked Camilla. 

''You understand, Camilla, I had not paid 
the poor girl's fees, and Miss Stainton made 
my visits disagreeable. It is devilish unlucky I 
have been the last two years. I seemed never 
to back a horse but he was scratched " 

" I wish you wouldn't bet, Jade." 

'•Then what would I do?" he asked, with 
an astonished expression. " The last eighteen 
months have been frosty times only that you 
cast the blessed sunshine on my path. It is 
a poor devil of a fellow you are going to marry, 
Camilla." 

" I am going to marry the dearest man in 
the world," she answered. 

" It is a mistake I like you to make," said 
Jack; "and I will bring Eileen to see you 
to-morrow." 



V 



AFTERNOON TEA 



It had been one of Camilla's whims to insist 
that Oliver owed a great deal to her sisterly in- 
fluence and protection. It pleased her to play 
the part of a modified guardian angel, and she 
would often descend upon him at Granville 
Chambers, sometimes when he was busy, and 
stay talking for an hour or two. She would 
even help herself to one of his cigarettes, 
blowing at it until it was half consumed, and 
feeling modern if uncomfortable in consequence. 
Oliver frequently returned home to find a 
new picture on his wall. She loved to give 
him surprises of the kind, and indeed what- 
ever she possessed might have been at his 
service. On the morning after Jack's explana- 
tion regarding Eileen, Camilla took a hansom 
to Granville Chambers, where she arrived at 
about eleven o'clock. In spite of the bright- 
ness of her appearance, and her light step as 

63 
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she went upstairs to his room, she felt a little 
anxious this morning. 

Her brother was the only person who really 
belonged to her, and never had she yearned 
more ardently for sympathy. She realised 
that she was embarking on a somewhat 
venturesome course, upon a wild if a delight- 
ful enterprise. Any fresh evidence of Jack's 
innate nobility seemed to be of immense im- 
portance, and whilst Oliver smoked his first 
pipe, Camilla repeated all she had heard con- 
cerning Eileen. Certainly she could not com- 
plain of his lack of interest. 

** Even you," she cried, **must admit that 
Jack acted splendidly." 

" Oh, yes," answered Oliver ; ** I'll give the 
devil his due. But that really doesn't affect 
the general question. I tell you honestly," he 
added, *'if there is anything I can do to 
prevent you from marrying the man, I shall 
do it" 

** There isn't anything," she insisted, as she 
bade him good-bye. 

About four o'clock the same afternoon Oliver 
was passing a large drapery shop in Oxford 
Street when he saw Eileen come forth. As 
she seemed to hesitate whether to stop or to 
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walk on, he settled the question by offering 
his hand. 

"I understood you were going to see my 
sister this afternoon/' he said, walking on by 
her side. 

"Jack wished me to go/' she answered, 
'*but I insisted on doing some shopping first. 
He gave me fifteen pounds — wasn't it delight- 
ful of him.?" 

Of his winnings over the Leicester Handicap 
very few pounds remained. He had given 
something to Miss Wendover on account of 
rent, he had paid one or two troublesome 
creditors small, pacificatory sums, and his 
purse was almost as empty as before. 

** I fancy Jack must have come into a 
fortune," Eileen continued. " He has bought 
a very expensive ring — you can guess whom 
that is for. I suppose your sister is really 
very lovely ! " she said. 

"Oh, Camilla isn't a bad-looking girl," he 
answered. *' Don't imagine she's at all like 
me," he added, as she looked up into his face. 

" Looks don't matter in a man," said Eileen. 

" Thank you very much," cried Oliver, with a 
smile. "You were not going home?" he asked. 

" The fact is," she returned, '* I saw a rather 
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nice tea shop, and if I hadn't met you I was 
going to treat myself to tea" 

''It is just my tea-time/' said Oliver. 
''Suppose you treat me also." 

''But we have passed the shop!" 

"Moral — face about/' he insisted, and they 
retraced their steps towards the shop. Enter- 
ing it, Oliver selected a small table at the 
back, and sitting down Eileen drew off her 
gloves. He noticed that they were quite new, 
and that they left some powder on her small 
hands. With contagious gaiety she ordered 
the tea, which she subsequently poured out 
with an air of childlike importance. 

"Camilla has been giving me an account 
of your history/' he remarked presently. 

"It can't have been very interesting/' she 
answered. 

"At all events, it has made me curious to 
hear more," he said. 

" I wish I could tell you !" cried Eileen. 

'* Is there anything mysterious about your 
past then ? " asked Oliver. 

" I was thinking of the future." 

" Do you feel at all anxious ? " he inquired. 

"How can I help it?" she answered. 
" When Jack is married " 

E 
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" That isn't yet ! " 

*' You don't want him to marry your sister?" 
she suggested. 

**WelI, I can't pretend to be very keen 
about it," Oliver returned, and then one of the 
waitresses made out their bill and placed it on 
the table. When Oliver put his hand in his 
pocket Eileen demurred. 

**You forget that I was to treat you," she 
exclaimed, and he let her have her own way. 

As they were on the point of quitting the 
tea shop, and Oliver was following her out of 
the door, a smart victoria was driven past in 
the direction of Oxford Circus. Recognising 
Geraldine, he lifted his hat, but Mrs. Guthrie 
stared at his companion for a moment before 
she acknowledged his salutation. 

'* I shall never forget how comical you 
looked yesterday," said Eileen, as they walked 
towards Davies Street. 

" I blushed when I thought of it in the 
night," he returned. 

" I wondered whether there had been a — a 
quarrel," she suggested. 

''Well, there had been," 

"About the most beautiful young lady in the 
world?" she asked, mimicking Jack's intonation. 
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''Yes," Oliver admitted. 

"But," she said, **if I were you. Jack is 
exactly the kind of man I should wish my 
sister to marry." 

They turned the corner as she ceased speak- 
ing, and a few moments later they stopped at 
Miss Wendover's door. Eileen held out her 
right hand, and Oliver retained it. 

"It is possible we may meet to-morrow," he 
said, on the spur of the moment 

"At Miss Keene's.*^" she asked cheerfully. 

"Yes," he answered, and lifting his hat he 
turned away. 

But he had not walked many paces before 
he realised the embarrassment of meeting 
Jack in Norfolk Street and in the presence 
of Camilla, who at that moment happened to 
be in the act of greeting \itx fianci. 

"Where is Eileen } " she cried, as he entered 
the room alone. 

" My darling," answered Jack, unbuttoning 
his coat, " I have brought the ring ! " 

"But why haven't you brought Eileen.^" ,^ 

" I am impatient to place it on your fingt 
Camilla." 1 ^ 

" But — but Eileen ! " she persisted. I r^ - ^ . 

" She has gone to purchase a new frock," he^. ^ ^ j 
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answered, still holding the ring case in his 
hand. 

"Oh, well," said Camilla, "she must come 
to-morrow," and Jack opened the small case, 
turning it towards the light for inspec- 
tion. 

She laughed as she looked at it, from sheer 
pleasure as Jack fondly believed. Camilla 
wore little jewellery at any time, and she 
did not care much for finger-rings, although 
she had felt eager to possess this outward and 
visible sign of the tie which bound her to 
Jack — for purely sentimental reasons. 

She felt amused for the moment to think 
that he could conceive her wearing anything 
so atrociously conspicuous, but she grew 
alarmed the next, when she realised that she 
would be compelled to live with it on her 
finger at the least until her wedding-day. 

"Of course it is a — a very lovely ring," she 
faltered, looking up at his expectant face» 
"Are you fond of rubies. Jack?" 

"My favourite gems," he answered briskly. 
" I am pleased they are yours, darling. And 
now will I put it on your finger ? " 

She held forth her left hand, and with a 
grandiose air he stooped to kiss it. As he 
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placed the ring on her finger, he might have 
been a monarch honouring a subject 

''I shall be a noticeable object for miles 
around!" she exclaimed. 

"I am delighted you admire it," he an- 
swered, in a transport of pleasure, and as he 
spoke they were joined by Mrs. Harrowby. 
''Camilla," Jack added, as he shook hands, 
'* I would like you to show Mrs. Harrowby 
the ring." 

She had instinctively held her hands behind 
her, and now with a deprecatory smile she 
brought them forward again. Mrs. Harrowby 
put on her pince-nez. 

** Oh, please show me ! " she cried ** How 
charming ! Charming ! " she continued, whilst 
Camilla's face became as red as the rubies. 

*' I am delighted it meets with your approval, 
my dear lady." 

Mrs. Harrowby was in her element 

" I have never seen anything quite like it 
before," she insisted. **So quaint — chaste, I 
think is the word." 

Camilla angrily withdrew her hand, and 
when Jack had gone she turned upon Mrs. 
Harrowby fiercely. 

" You really were too bad ! " she exclaimed. 
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"Ought I to have told Mr. Donovon the 
thing was outrageous ? " asked Mrs. Harrowby 
blandly. "At least he might have refrained 

from giving you a second-hand engagement 

• ft 
ring. 

" How — how do you know it isn't new ? " 
asked Camilla, in a half - hearted tone ; and 
she showed the case in corroboration. 

"No jeweller in London would keep such 
a thing in his shop," was the answer. "It is 
old without being interesting, and you can 
only wear it under your gloves," 

" I shall wear it always ! " 

"A fragment of your cross," said Mrs. 
Harrowby. " You hate the ring, yet you pre- 
tend to admire it ! You deplore Mr. Donovon's 
execrable taste " 

" I couldn't look a gift horse in the mouth," 
Camilla insisted, '*And imagine how crushed 
he would have been ! " 

"Nothing less than a steam roller would 
crush him," Mrs. Harrowby returned. "The 
man's satisfaction is egregious." 

" Still," cried Camilla, with an air of de- 
fiance, " I don't n^ind that, as long as I am 
the cause of it." 



VI 



AN INVITATION 

''Did Miss Keene like the ring?" asked Eileen, 
when Jack came home that evening. 

'* Eileen," he cried excitedly, •* she was 
delighted, and my friend Mrs. Harrowby 
also. No one could help admiring such a 
jewel." 

" I think I should prefer a different setting," 
said Eileen thoughtfully. "Jack," she con- 
tinued, '' I met Mr. Keene this afternoon. Is 
his sister at all like him ? " 

'* There is nobody in the world like Camilla," 
was the fervent answer. 

'* Have you ever been — been going to marry 
anyone before ? " she asked, as Jack lighted a 
pipe. 

** Never in my life, Eileen." 

** But haven't you ever liked anyone before?" 

** Every woman is made to be loved," said 
Jack, " but Camilla is an angel. I knew I had 

7x 
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met my fate the first time I saw her, and if 
I had never met her again there wouldn't have 
been a woman in the world for me ! " 

'' It was nice that you did meet her again, 
wasn't it ? " Eileen suggested. 

"It was Paradise," he exclaimed, "though I 
didn't deserve to be admitted. But her brother 
Oliver is like Peter at the gate, Eileen." 

" Only he doesn't seem to keep the keys." 

/' Bad luck to me if he did," said Jack. 

**You — ^you don't like Mr. Keene.^" she 
suggested. 

" I will like him well enough when he is my 
brother-in-law," was the answer. " But we 
need not talk of disagreeable people, and you 
are going to see Camilla to-morrow.** 

It was the first time she had been out of 
doors with Jack since she left Margate, and 
he was certainly a resplendent figure. If he 
did not look over-dressed, many men would 
have looked so in his apparel. His light 
grey frock coat had enormous silk facings, 
and on the way to Norfolk Street he bought 
a ** button-hole." He wore extremely light 
and loose trousers, patent-leather boots, and 
his hat had a conspicuously curly brim. He 
always walked rather fast, with a cane beneath 
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the left arm, and he seemed to hold his hands 
forward a long time whilst he buttoned his 
lavender-coloured kid gloves. 

On reaching Mrs. Harrowby's door he 
knocked as if he would never cease, and the 
servant regarded him with unfavourable eyes. 
Eileen felt somewhat timorous as she went 
upstairs, but the moment she entered the 
drawing-room CamUla came forward to greet 
her. 

" We heard why you did not come yester- 
day/' she said. "Is this the frock?" she 
inquired, with a downward glance. 

"Eileen met your brother yesterday after- 
noon," said Jack, as Mrs. Harrowby shook 
hands. 

"Oh, yes, of course you know Oliver," 
answered Camilla, looking a little surprised, 
however. " Did you speak to him ? " she 
asked. 

" I treated him to tea," exclaimed Eileen ; 
and the next moment Mrs. Harrowby's stare 
caused her to regret her frankness. Camilla 
looked at Eileen reflectively. Apart from the 
fact that Oliver might have been expected 
to avoid • anyone intimately connected with 
Jack, he was no squire of dames. Pretty 
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faces hitherto, as far as Camilla knew, had 
been without attraction for her brother ; and 
besides there was Geraldine Guthrie. If she 
felt astonished to hear that Oliver had willingly 
spent an hour or so with Jack's prot6g6e, she 
was almost startled a few minutes later when 
she heard a servant announce him. 

"Ah, Mr. Keene," cried Mrs. Harrowby, 
•*we were just talking about you." He be- 
stowed a curt nod upon Jack, who was quite 
prepared to greet him with effusiveness. 

" I was wondering," said Camilla, continuing 
the remark which Oliver had interrupted, 
" whether you could come to stay with me 
for a week," and Eileen's face flushed with 
pleasure. But it was Jack who answered for 
her. 

" Eileen will be delighted," he cried, " and it 
is kind of you to invite her, Camilla." 

" Can you come to-morrow ? " asked Camilla. 

"You have only to name the time," an- 
swered Jack. 

"Then Mrs. Harrowby and I will call for 
you with the carriage," said Camilla, "and 
Jack may give us some tea." 

"It is the greatest of honours you confer 
upon me," he declared, and Eileen could not 



AN INVITATION 75 

help noticing that he habitually expressed him- 
self with more fervour than Oliver for instance. 
For some reason she grew more reticent her- 
self in consequence. " I hope," Jack added, 
turning to Oliver, "that you will accompany 
your sister." 

A refusal was on Oliver's lips, although, 
indeed, he wanted an opportunity for further 
conference with Donovon. But before he 
could decline the invitation, Eileen, with 
greater eagerness than a more experienced 
young lady would have shown, faced him. 

**Oh, yes, please come, Mr. Keene," she 
said, and Oliver answered that he should be 
enchanted, with an impulsiveness which pro- 
vided still another surprise for Camilla. 

" It was immensely good of you to invite 
Miss Despard," he remarked when the visitors 
had left 

'* Where does the goodness come in ? " asked 
Camilla. 

"Anyhow, I am glad you did it." 

"Why should you be glad ? " 

*' It can't be very lively for her at Davies 
Street," he returned, with a shade of embarrass- 
ment. 

"Is that why you are going to-morrow ? " 
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she demanded. '' Because I should have 
thought you might feel a little awkward after 
your last visit." 

"Well, I daresay I shall," he admitted 

"Ah," she cried, in a different tone, "you 
can't imagine how I wish you would be friends 
with Jack." 

"Yet you cavil at my going to his place." 

"Of course I understand why you are 
going," she answered. 

"Why.?" 

"Eileen Despard is a charming girl, and 
after all you are only a man. But at all 
events," she added, "you can't quarrel with 
Jack after voluntarily becoming his guest." 

" I don't intend to quarrel with him," said 
Oliver. " I see that if you are intent on 
throwing yourself away there is no one to 
prevent you. At the same time there are 
certain precautions to be taken. By-the-by," 
he added, " I saw Harrowby last night — poor 
beggar ! " 

" And discussed me ? " she exclaimed. 

" The fact is,*' he answered, " I went to ask 
his advice. But it is time I was off." 

" Where are you going ? " asked Camilla. 

" I had a note from Mrs. Guthrie," he 
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said, and he frowned as Camilla began to 
laugh. 

Geraldine received him in her usual gentle, 
friendly way, in which there seemed to be 
something almost of protectiveness. 

''So my warning was justified!" she said, 
as he sat down. 

*' About Camilla, you mean ? " 

*' I hear that she is actually engaged to the 
man," cried Geraldine. 

"What is more," he answered, " I am afraid 
she will marry him. It is the grossest infatua- 
tion. She insists that Donovon is a kind of 
hero " 

** There is nothing very heroic about him," 
said Geraldine. ** Lady Peterson is a friend 
of mine. Her daughter, who died two years 
ago, married Rutherford Grey, you know. She 
insists that Mr. Donovon ruined her son-in-law 
and broke his wife's heart. By-the-by," she 
continued, " who was your companion in Oxford 
Street yesterday ? " 

" Miss Despard," was the answer. " She is 
a prot6g6e of Donovon's." 

" A queer recommendation to you ! " 

** Miss Despard didn't seem to require one," 
said Oliver. " I had been introduced to her 
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when I called in Davies Street to express 
my feelings," he explained, "and yesterday I 
happened to meet hen" 

" So you stopped to speak ? " 

" Why not ? " he asked. 

Geraldine shrugged her shoulders. 

''Then she is a kind of peacemaker," she 
suggested, forcing a smile. 

" I don't quite understand I" 

** Love me, love my dog ! If you encourage 
an acquaintance with the girl, you can scarcely 
remain antagonistic towards the man." 

" I would do anything in the world to 
separate him from Camilla," Oliver protested. 
**But I feel utterly powerless. What I am 
going to do is to insist that her money shall 
be settled on herself." 

'* Do you think Mr. Dcmovon will consent 
to that.^" 

'' If he refuses, it will shed a light on his 
motives. But anyhow," said Oliver, " I shall 
know what he says about it to-morrow." 

**You are going to see him to-morrow then?" 
she asked quickly. 

"Camilla has invited Miss Despard to stay 
in Norfolk Street for a week or so, and we are 
all going to fetch her." 
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" But you can't broach the subject of settle- 
ments before them all ! " 

*' I shall stay behind/' he answered, holding 
out his right hand. 

" Good-bye — Mr. Facing-both-ways ! " she 
cried, with a laugh, but after he had gone she 
looked serious enough. 



VII 



JACK AS A HOST 

" Eileen ! " exclaimed Jack, as they were 
finishing breakfast the next morning, ^* I think 
azaleas will look the best." 

'* Where ? " she asked. 

'* Have you forgotten that Camilla is coming?" 
he answered reproachfully. 

'* Why, she is going to take me back with 
her," said Eileen. 

*' You are a lucky girl," he cried, as she left 
the room. 

On her return, half an hour later, she was 
astonished to find that Jack looked gloomy. 

'* Poor Miss Wendover is in trouble," he 
said. " Her uncle, who keeps the hotel at 
Hastings, is ill. It is unfortunate that she 
has to go to him to-day, Eileen." 

"Is he seriously ill ? " she inquired. 

" He is dying," was the solemn answer, "and 
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my friend, Miss Wendover, will be coming into 
his money." 

Eileen devoted the morning to her prepara- 
tions for the visit to Norfolk Street, and having 
occasion to go to a shop after luncheon, she 
was astonished by the appearance of the room 
on her return. 

Flowers stood everywhere. Azaleas in pots 
on the sideboard ; arum lilies in vases on the 
mantelpiece ; a large bowl of white lilac on a 
table, and a tall palm in each corner. As for 
the tea. Jack had provided enough for a school 
treat. There were several kinds of cakes, six 
different sorts of sandwiches, biscuits innumer- 
able, boxes of sweetmeats and preserved fruits. 

" Isn't it fit for a princess ? " he exclaimed, 
with consummate satisfaction. 

"You — you don't think there's a little too 
much ? " 

" Too much for Camilla, Eileen ! " said Jack. 
** I hope you will not be keeping her waiting," 
he added. 

** I am quite ready," she answered. *' Sarah 
helped me to carry down the trunk, and I shall 
not take off my hat again. I suppose you 
will often come to Norfolk Street whilst I am 
there ? " 

F 
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" Every day of my life," he said. " What 
is the time, Eileen ? " 

** Three minutes to four." 

*• Camilla may be here at any moment," he 
returned, and indeed the door opened as he 
spoke. Sarah entered with a crimson face. 
She wore a black dress — although she had 
forgotten, in the multiplicity of her instruc- 
tions, to mend the rent under the left arm 
— ^and an adapted bib and apron of Miss 
Wendover's, 

"It's a man from Cox and Whiter's," she 
said, to Jack's profound disappointment. 

" Tell him I am out," was the answer. 

'* I did say you was out, sir, only he see you 
come in," cried Sarah. 

" Give my compliments, and I shall send a 
cheque next week." 

"I beg pardon," said a brisk voice outside 
the door, and a short, well-dressed man, carry- 
ing a brief-bag, pushed past the servant. "Beg 
pardon, Mr. Donovon," he said, ** but I've got 
my orders." 

"And what the devil are they.^" demanded 
Jack. 

"Messrs. Cox and Whiter will be glad of 
a cheque, sir." 
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"I will be sending a cheque in a few days," 
was the answer. 

" My orders were to wait till I got it," said 
the man. *' Mr. Whiter was passing the door, 
and he saw a cartload of flowers coming in. 
I was to give his compliments and to say if 
you could afford flowers, you could pay our 
account." 

Jack's reply might have shocked a more 
hardened person than Eileen, whose presence 
he had forgotten in his just indignation. Nor 
did he confine himself to mere words. Placing 
one hand on the man's collar, and the other 
under his arm. Jack ran him towards the door, 
whilst Sarah precipitately retreated, and Eileen 
trembled. The bell rang as Jack, shoving his 
victim, reached the top of the stairs, and Sarah 
opened the door to Camilla and Mrs. Harrowby 
as Cox and Whiter's young man involuntarily 
descended. 

** Really, Mr. Donovon," cried Mrs. Har- 
rowby as she reached the landing a few 
moments later, " I thought you would injure 
that harmless - looking person. Dear me!" 
she added, coming to a standstill on the 
threshold of Jack's sitting-room. "It is quite 
like a flower show!" 
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" I am delighted that my poor efforts please 
you, my dear lady ! " answered Jack, and turn- 
ing towards Camilla, he waited expectantly for 
some expression of her approval. 

"They are the most lovely flowers," she 
murmured. "What splendid azaleas ! " and 
then she kissed Eileen. " Why didn't you tell 
me there was to be a party, Jack ? " she asked, 
sitting down. 

" There — ^there is only Mr. Keene coming," 
said Eileen hastily. 

"Only Mr. Keene," cried Mrs. Harrowby; 
''but '* and pausing, she swept her eye- 
glasses in a semicircle, as if to call attention 
to the too ample spread of provisions. 

"A mere trifle," said Jack in the most c^isual 
tone, and Camilla felt relieved when Oliver 
entered. " Delighted to see you, my dear 
Keene ! " cried Jack, wringing his hand. 

**So you are giving a party," suggested 
Oliver, taking a chair close to Eileen's. 

" I hope it's not going to be an unpleasant 
one," she returned a little irritably. 

" Many more coming ? " he asked. 

" It is horrid of you to criticise ! " 

"It would be impossible," he whispered, 
meeting her eyes as Sarah, closely scrutinised 
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by Mrs. Harrowby, carried in the teapot. 
Camilla, urged to anticipate her fate by 
playing the hostess, blushingly took another 
bhair by the table, whilst Oliver handed the 
cups. 

"Are you going to invite me to dine to- 
night?" he asked, standing in front of Mrs. 
Harrowby. 

" I can't say I had any idea of the kind." 

'* A capital notion — don't you think ? " 

" Play to you and death to " she glanced 

at Eileen, who was waiting upon Camilla. 

" Don't make melancholy suggestions on a 
festive occasion," said Oliver. 

" I never saw anything like it," she mur- 
mured. She could not be induced to eat more 
than one cucumber sandwich, but Camilla and 
Eileen, similarly prompted, applied themselves 
with energy to the good things which Jack 
had provided. Presently Mrs. Harrowby, 
glancing out of window, saw that Eileen's 
trunk had been placed on the brougham. 

" I wonder what I will do without you, 
Eileen," said Jack, as Mrs. Harrowby rose ; 
"and I assure you it is envious you make me. 
Mr. Keene," he added, " I hope you can stay 
to smoke a cigar." 
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To Camilla's surprise he assented, although 
he refused to smoke when the time came. 

"The fact is," Oliver explained, **I wanted a 
few words with you* As Camilla's brother " 

'Mt is fortunate to possess such a sister!" 
cried Jack. 

** There are certain drawbacks," Oliver con- 
tinued. "For instance, I feel compelled to inter- 
fere with her affairs — consequently with yours." 

"Indeed it is not necessary at all, Mr. Keene." 

"With regard to her income," Oliver per- 
sisted, " of course you are willing that it shall 
be settled on herself." 

" Mine is the poorest head for business," 
said Jack. 

"Then you will leave it in my hands!" 

" Mr. Keene," answered Jack, " I believe 
you would not insult me." 

" Of course not," ssdd Oliver. "It is quite 
the usual thing to do — if a woman has money, 
the wisest course is to tie it up." 

" If I had millions," exclaimed Jack, with 
a grandiose air, "I would cast them at Camilla's 
feet." 

"But then you haven't." 

"Unfortunately I have not," said Jack 
gravely. 
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" Then," answered Oliver, ''am I to under- 
stand '* 

" My dear friend," cried Jack, thrusting his 
hands in his trousers pockets, ''you may go 
to the devil." 

With a flushed face, Oliver hesitated a 
moment, then turned abruptly towards the door. 
He had again placed himself in a humiliating 
position, and whilst his natural impulse was 
to chastise Jack on the spot, experience had 
proved that the congenial task was entirely 
beyond his capacity. 

The following morning Jack spoke to 
Camilla about her brother more in sorrow 
than in anger. 

"He does not regard me with the friendliest 
feeling," he explained. " Oliver insinuates that 
I will dissipate my darling's fortune." 

" Oh, dear ! " she answered, ** what a nice 
world it would be if persons would only mind 
their own business." 

** Camilla," cried Jack, ** I told your brother 
that if I had millions I would lay them at 
your feet/' 

*' And," she said, " I have told him I am 
going to give you all there is of myself, 
Jack." 
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** There is nothing else that I care for at 
all," he protested. 

She rested a hand on his sleeve. "You 
mustn't mind what Oliver or anyone else may 
say," she murmured. *' You know," she added, 
with a laugh, "there are some prosaic persons 
who can't understand you and me.** 

" Upon my word it is true,'* said Jack. He 
left Camilla in excellent spirits, which, however, 
deserted him on his return to Davies Street, 
where he heard from Miss Wendover of her 
uncle's death. If his consolatory remarks were 
not very original, they were at the least sym- 
pathetic. He took Miss Wendover's plump 
hand in his own, and her genuine sorrow 
almost brought tears to Jack's eyes also. 

' * I am sure you are always very kind to 
me," she murmured. 

"And what man in the world would be 
unkind ? " he demanded. 

"It isn't everyone who has such a pleasant 
way of saying things," she said. 

"And it*s a charming listener you are, my 
dear friend," answered Jack, and she sighed 
as she withdrew her hand. 



VIII 

COMPROMISE 

''Oliver!" cried Camilla, "I want you to do 
me an immense favour." 

" Well ? " he said. 

" I know you may find it difficult " 

" What is it ? " 

'* To mind your own business, and not to 
interfere with mine." 

" I suppose Donovon has told you " 

** Never mind what Jack has told me!" 
she exclaimed. " I want you to leave me 
alone." 

"And to let him make ducks and drakes of 
your money ! " 

"You seem to have changed your stand- 
point," she suggested. 

"Not for a moment." 

" You are graciously pleased to smile upon 
the engagement, provided my money is tied 
up?" 

89 
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Oliver shrugged his shoulders impatiently. 

** Anyhow, there can't be two opinions about 
the money," he insisted. ** I was talking to 
Harrowby " 

" Then," she cried hastily, *'it was Laurence's 
suggestion ? " 

" Why not ? " asked Oliver. 

" Laurence suggested that you should speak 
to Jack about it?" she demanded wrathfuUy, 
but before he had time to answer, the door 
opened, and Eileen stopped on the threshold. 

** I — I beg your pardon ! " she said. 

**Oh, pray don't go away," answered Camilla. 

" But I — I am interrupting you " 

*' That is why I am so grateful," said Camilla, 
walking out of the room with her small head 
in the air. 

** Why have you been bothering her ? " asked 
Eileen, as he closed the door. 

" For her own good." 

" Miss Stainton used to say that when she 
wanted to be particularly nasty," said Eileen. 
" But, of course, it was about Jack. You are 
doing all you can to prevent her marriage." 

" I would if I could," he admitted. 

"And," she retorted, " I would do anything 
to make it easier." 
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" Upon my word," he said, " I don't see 
why you should be so keen about it ! " 

** I know it will make Jack happy." 

" I think of Camilla," he said drily. 

" They will both be happy if they love each 
other," she insisted. 

"Ah, well, there are different kinds of love." 

'* I suppose you speak from experience," she 
suggested, with a quick upward glance. 

Oliver laughed as he answered — 

'' Mine is the kind that lasts for ever." 

" Isn't Jack's ? " 

" It is builded on sand — auriferous sand. 
But," Oliver added, "can you tell me # where 
Mrs. Harrowby is to be found ? " 

*' A hint that you wkh to get rid of me ! " 
cried Eileen. 

He shook his head as he met her eyes. 

" My last desire in the world." 

*' If you really want Mrs. Harrowby," she 
continued quickly, *' I will fetch her." 

Mrs. Harrowby at first refused to do what 
he asked. It was nothing less than to reason 
with Camilla about the settlements. 

" It was Laurence's idea," he urged. 

"Ah, poor Laurence!" she murmured. 

"He more than half convinced me that I 
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was only beating the air in attempting to 
prevent Camilla's marriage. But he insisted 
that for her own protection every penny of 
her fortune should be placed beyond Donovon's 
interference." 

" Well, I will talk to her," said Mrs. Har- 
rowby at last, " but really Camilla is so strong- 
headed that it is not an agreeable task." 

She went to Camilla's room late that night. 

" It is no longer a question of trying to keep 
you and Mr. Donovon apart," she said. 

" Oh, but it is," cried Camilla impatiently. 

"But," Mrs. Harrowby continued, "on the 
contrary, I am thinking of the children who 
may be born to you. For their sake, if not 
for your own, you must see the desirability of 
following my advice." 

Camilla sat on her bed, with her hands 
clasped before her, staring gravely at the 
carpet. If she had not feared to wound Jack 
she might have yielded wholly. 

"Suppose," she answered, "that half my 
money were to be settled on me ! Then, 
whatever happened, we couldn't starve." 

Mrs. Harrowby was too sensible to refuse 
the compromise, and before she rose from the 
comfortable chair she persuaded Camilla to 
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allow her to speak to Jack on the subject the 
next time he came to the house. 

** There's another thing I may as well say 
whilst I am here," she continued as she rose. 

" Oh, haven't I had enough for one sitting ?" 
asked Camilla. 

** About Eileen." 

" What has Eileen been doing ? " demanded 
Camilla. 

" She sees too much of Oliver," said Mrs. 
Harrowby, *'and she thinks about him more." 

** There's little fear that he will think too 
much of her," was the answer. 

" Oh, dear, no ; he is far too sensible. Oliver 
knows which side his bread is buttered. But 
something ought to be done. You must give 
the child a hint." 

This visit to Norfolk Street had proved to 
be the pleasantest experience of Eileen's life. 
It was the first time that she had known the 
comfort of an ordinary home, to say nothing 
of her rapidly increasing intimacy with Oliver. 

" Some day," said Camilla, on the morning 
after her talk with Mrs. Harrowby, " I must 
take you to see Mrs. Guthrie." 

"Is she a great friend of yours ? " asked 
Eileen. 
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"Of my brother's," answered Camilla in a 
significant tone. " Hasn't he ever spoken to 
you about her ? " 

" Never," said Eileen. 

'^ Nor of all his aims and ambitions ? " 

" I didn't know that he had any." 

** Then whatever does he talk about ? " cried 
Camilla, with a smile. 

" About you and Jack very often." 

"Then pray don't believe what he says," 
said Camilla. " But of course you would 
never believe a hundredth part of what any 
man says." 

"Why not?" 

" No woman does. It is true you are not 
a woman yet, but girls should be even more 
sceptical." 

Eileen looked thoughtful for a moment. 

" Doesn't Mr. Keene mean what he says ?" 
she asked. 

" Does any man of them all ? " 

" Not Jack ? " Eileen hinted. 

" Ah, but Jack is not like the ordinary run 
of men ! " said Camilla enthusiastically. " Be- 
sides, one requires several grains of salt even 
where Jack is concerned. If I were to go in 
for credulity," she continued, with a laugh, " I 
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should be obliged to imagine that half the men 
I know are dying for love of me, whereas 
they are not in the least moribund. It is just 
a way th#y have." 

** Not a very nice way," answered Eileen. 

"Oh, I am not sure. On the whole it's 
amusing, and no one a scrap the worse. 
Personally I rather like to be told I am the 
most beautiful of women." 

" But if you know you're not ! " 

" Thank you, dear ; but there's always one s 
own sex as an antidote. But if you know it 
isn't true, the illusion lasts for a time — like a 
play, you know." 

" Isn't it — isn't it a little unpleasant when it 
ends ? " Eileen suggested. 

** Not at all ; because you go to another 
theatre." 

After a short silence Eileen looked up with 
a smile. 

"It isn't only men who don't mean all they 
say," she said. 

" Still, there's a lot of truth in what I am 
telling you," was the answer; "and now you 
have found it, you will be wise to make a note. 
But we were talking about Oliver and Geraldine 
Guthrie." 
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" Do you mean that — that he is going to 
marry her ? " faltered Eileen. 

" Without a doubt" 

" I wonder Mr. Keene didn't tell me he was 
engaged to be married." 

** Perhaps," said Camilla, with a glance 
askant, "you have never discussed marriage." 

*' Oh, yes, we have," was the answer. 

''After all," Camilla admitted, "he isn't 
precisely affianced." She could not avoid 
smiling when she heard Eileen's sigh of relief. 
She rested a hand gently on the girl's arm. 
" My brother's one ambition is to get into the 
House of Commons," she added. 

" Still, bachelors are elected sometimes," said 
Eileen, and Camilla understood that her inter- 
locutor was not entirely a fool. 

" Oh, dear, yes, I know one or two ! " cried 
Camilla. *' But they are richer than Oliver. 
Now Geraldine Guthrie has heaps of money 
and immense influence." 

" Then it isn't that Mr. Keene is — is fond of 
her ? " 

Camilla laughed aloud at the suggestion. 

** He is not that sort of man," she explained 

** But I — I thought that all men '* 

Camilla sagely shook her head. 
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" The most, it is true, but there are always 
exceptions to a rule, Oliver is an exception. 
He simply wouldn't let himself fall in love. 
Don't misunderstand me," she said. "He is as 
devoted to Geraldine as he could ever be to 
any woman." 

" Is she nice-looking ? " asked Eileen. 

" Of course she has gone off a little." 

" Oh, then, she — she isn't young ? " 

'* Just a year or two older than Oliver, but 
very sweet and charming still. Now," cried 
Camilla, thinking that her duty was amply 
fulfilled, ** suppose we go out." 

*' Should you mind if I didn't go this morn- 
ing ? " faltered Eileen. 

" Tired ? " suggested Camilla. 

" I have the most splitting headache," was 
the answer, and Camilla followed her with 
sympathetic eyes as she quitted the room. 

And whilst Eileen had been learning of 
Geraldine's existence, she had herself been 
much in Mrs. Guthrie's thoughts. It was 
impossible to feel free from misgivings, and 
whilst Oliver might be indulging merely in 
platonics, that kind of thing were better nipped 
in the bud. Geraldine was not naturally of 
a **coming-on" disposition. She blushed as 
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she wrote suggesting the absolute necessity 
of speaking to Oliver that evening, and her 
manner betrayed an unaccustomed nervousness 
as she greeted him. 

" I hope it wasn't inconvenient to come," she 
said. 

** Don't you know that it is always an im- 
mense pleasure ? " he returned. 

" Still/* she cried quickly, " I haven't seen so 
much of you the last few days." 

"Oh, I have been bothered about this 
wretched affair of Camilla's," he said. 

" Has her visitor left yet ? " 

" I hope she won't," he answered. " Dono- 
von's rooms aren't the most suitable place for 
her to live. One can imagine the sort of men 
who go there." 

"Well," said Geraldine, "I must distract 
your attention for a few minutes. I have been 
thinking things over — ^about Rickhampton, I 
mean." 

"You can't take any steps until after Mor- 
ton's death," Oliver suggested. 

"No, but Rowland happens to be on the 
spot 

" I understood you to say he wouldn't com- 
mand more than a few hundred votes." 
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'^ But still/' she continued, with a quick flush, 
" one can't be too careful. First of all/' she 
said, meeting his eyes, '^ I want to know 
whether you are prepared to stand/' 

Oliver leaned forward, with his arms resting 
on his knees, his lips pursed as if he were 
weighing his answer. He almost marvelled at 
his own hesitation, if indeed it amounted to 
that. But the proposal hitherto had never 
been actually put into words. 

*' I have not the slightest doubt that you 
would be returned/' she continued, rather 
excitedly. "From the day Sir Henry was 
taken ill I have thought of yoa I have care- 
fully paved the way. I have disseminated 
your articles as if they were tracts for the 
times, and bored half my neighbours to death." 

"Upon my word it is immensely good of 
you," he muttered, still with his eyes on the 
floor. 

**Well," she cried, with a laugh, ''that de- 
pends on the point of view. For my part, I 
happen to believe in you. I feel confident 
you will go a long way. I can promise that 
you will receive a deputation asking you to 
contest the division, only I should like to know 
if — if there is any obstacle " 

7S372B 
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" What obstacle should there be ? " he de- 
manded. 

Her forehead was puckeredi and he noticed 
a shrewd expression which was scarcely becom- 
ing on her face. 

" I only want to know whether there is 
one/* she insisted. 

" Of course," he answered, with a good deal 
of enthusiasm, "it is just the opportunity I 
have been longing for." 

**Then," she said, as the wrinkles on her 
forehead disappeared, *' I think you ought to 
be on the spot," 

" But won't that look " 

" Of course you will stay at my place," she 
explained. '* I suppose I may entertain a 
guest, even if Sir Henry Morton is dying! 
When will you be able to come ? '* she asked. 

" I didn't wish to leave London at the 
moment," said Oliver quickly. 

**What is the difficulty.^" asked Geraldine. 

** For one thing, I have Camilla to look 
after." 

** I understood she had declared for liberty," 
said Geraldine. 

** Still," he insisted, rising, '* I rather wanted 
to be in London just now." 
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" Oh, of course, if you prefer not to come ! " 
she cried. 

"May I tell you in a day or two?" he 
suggested, and with this understanding Oliver 
bade her good-bye. 



IX 



A RECONCILIATION 

Jack Donovon felt somewhat startled when, 
instead of being welcomed by Camilla as 
usual, he found Mrs. Harrowby waiting to 
receive him. 

His entrances were apt to be a little 
theatrical, and it was embarrassing to advance 
with both hands outstretched before he saw 
Mrs. Harrowby with her head thrown back, 
steadily regarding him through her eye- 
glasses. 

" I don't think you ought to betray your 
disappointment quite so plainly!" she ex- 
claimed 

"My dear lady," answered Jack, stopping 
abruptly, " I am delighted to see you." 

"Then please sit down, and listen to what 
I have to say. You know that Camilla has 
no mother to look after her — 

" Poor girl ! " he murmured. 
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''So that I am compelled to do what little 
I can in that way." 

" It is fortunate she possesses such a friend," 
said Jack. 

"You certainly have the gift of the ; you 

certainly have an insinuating tongue/' cried 
Mrs. Harrowby. "It is a pity that you are 
not in Parliament." 

" Indeed the day may come," he answered. 

"You possess the great qualification for 
success. Any idiot may talk himself into 
office. But/' Mrs. Harrowby continued, "we 
haven't all the same virtues. You mustn't 
mind my saying that you are the sort of man 
who might be as rich as Dives one week and 
as poor as Lazarus the next." 

" It is true/' said Jack gravely, " I have a 
liberal disposition." 

"In a fine quandary it may land you and 
your family some day," was the answer. 
" The fact is, Mr. Donovon, that every penny 
of Camilla's money ought to be settled on 
her/' 

"Mrs. Harrowby!" he protested, but she 
waved her eye*glasses to silence him. 

"But Camilla would not hear of such a 
judicious precaution," she continued. "She 
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insists that you shall have one half to fling 
away, whilst the other is to be settled on your 
wife and children." 

Mrs. Harrowby anticipated opposition, and 
his fervent answer astonished her. 

"It is a true friend you are ! " he exclaimed. 

"Then," she suggested, "you have no ob- 
jection to offer ? " 

" I am impatient to see Camilla," he returned. 

Highly delighted by the success she had 
met with, Mrs. Harrowby left the room in 
search of Camilla, who entered a few minutes 
later. 

" My darling, it is more bewitching than ever 
you're looking ! " exclaimed Jack. 

" You tell me that every day," she answered, 
with a laugh. " By-and-by I shall be quite 
dazzling ! " 

" By-and-by you shall be my wife," he con- 
tinued ; " and to talk of money is a desecra- 
tion. I often wish there were no such thing 
in the world." 

" Are you pining for a simpler life. Jack ? " 

''It is for you I am pining," he returned ; 
" only Mrs. Harrowby, whom I do not regard 
as my friend, has been talking about your 
money." 
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"You — you don't mind?" asked Camilla, 
a little anxiously, for she believed that his 
sensitiveness was so acute as to be easily hurt 

"Why would I mind when it is all your 
own ? " cried Jack, 

'' Then my solicitor shall arrange things at 
once," she said, 

"The half, my darling," answered Jack, 
quickly. 

** Half, of course," 

**And then," he urged, taking her hand, 
*' what is there to put off the day when I may 
call you my own ? " 

"Anyhow, there is nothing to hasten it. 
Jack." 

"You believe it is a happy life before us 
together ? " he suggested. 

" I — I hope so," she faltered. 

"Then why should we not begin it at 
once ? " 

"Oh, there is plenty of time," she answered. 

" But why shouldn't we spend it together.? " 
he urged. 

"We shall after the next six months," she 
exclaimed. 

"It is the fact that one month would be 
better, Camilla," said Jack, and he began to 
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higgle, until, partly because of his importunity, 
she showed signs of yielding. But although 
she loved the man, and looked forward to 
marriage as the natural end of her engage- 
ment, she felt far from a desire to hasten the 
event, and he left her in a less contented mood 
than usual. " Will I see you this afternoon ? " 
he asked, as he turned to the door 

" I have promised to take Eileen to an At 
Home at Mrs, Sutcliffe's," she answered. " She 
is looking forward to it quite excitedly. I have 
not been able to take her out very much, you 
know." 

Promising to see her after dinner, Jack set 
forth to Davies Street in a happy state of 
mind. He was not the man to trouble about 
the loss of half a fortune as long as the other 
half remained, and on entering the house he 
tapped at the door of Miss Wendover's private 
sitting-room, asking for her congratulations as 
soon as she admitted him. 

"You're always asking me to congratulate 
you about something," she answered. **What 
is it this time ? " 

** In six weeks from to-day," cried Jack, " I 
shall be the happiest man in the world, and, 
indeed, if I had only a few pounds in my 
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purse I would be the happiest man this 
minute." 

"They wouldn't be there long, Mr. Donovon!" 

** That is true," he admitted, "for I would be 
purchasing my trousseau. But I will be sorry 
to leave you. Miss Wendover. It is like a 
mother you've been to me." 

" Anyone would think I was an old woman," 
she retorted, a little offended 

** They would see you are a charming young 
one," he insisted, " but there is a bit of the 
mother in every good woman." 

Miss Wendover sighed as she lowered her 
gaze. " I am sure you want someone to look 
after you," she said. " And talking of looking 
after people, what is to become of Miss 
Despard ? " 

" Eileen shall be provided for," cried Jack, 
waving his hand carelessly. 

" But who is to do it?" she demanded. " I 
suppose you won't care to have her to live 
with you, and you tell me there is no one 
belonging to her, although I don't suppose 
you dreamt of inquiring." 

" Eileen shall be provided for," he answered 
again; "but I'll be sorry at leaving you, and 
I believe you will miss me. Miss Wendover." 
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"It is likely I shall leave here myself," she 
said. " My uncle has left me ten thousand 
pounds, poor man." 

"A pleasant sum of money, "* exclaimed 
Jack, beginning to regard her with increased 
interest. 

^' It is all invested in houses," she explained, 
" and it brings in five hundred a year." 

**A lucky woman you are," he said. 

" Ah," she cried, with a sigh, *' it isn't money 
makes a woman happy." 

"Anyhow," he answered, "it helps you to 
bear your sorrows, and it's a poor devil a man 
is without it." 

Jack went upstairs and poured himself out 
some whisky; as he drank it, he began to 
speculate concerning his own method of carry- 
ing on the war during the next six weeks. A 
certain outlay for the wedding appeared 
inevitable, and at present he possessed neither 
capital nor credit. He lunched in his room 
and afterwards set forth to Uxbridge, where 
he arrived about the time that Camilla and 
Eileen were entering Mrs. Sutcliffe's over- 
crowded drawing-room. Eileen had hoped 
that Oliver might be there, as she had not 
seen him alone since the day Camilla had 
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tried to enlighten her concerning the ways of 
men. She soon found herself separated from 
her companion, and presently Mrs. Sutcliffe 
introduced Laurence Harrowby. 

He did not stay long by her side, however, 
and Eileen saw him cross the room to Camilla. 

** I have just been talking to Miss Despard," 
he said ; '* I have heard a little about her *' 

**From Oliver?" she asked in a not very 
amicable tone. 

"It made me rather curious to see her," 
answered Laurence, with a smile. 

"Isn't it strange," cried Camilla, *'that 
people should persist in troubling about what 
doesn't concern them?" 

** Excellent from a professional point of view," 
he said. 

** I think it was mean," she protested. 

" What ? " he asked. 

" Oh, you understand perfectly well." 

** Only that I have been unlucky enough to 
annoy you." 

"Why did you advise Oliver to have my 
money settled upon me ? " she demanded. 

** Surely the reason is sufficiently obvious ? " 

" Oh, quite. You thought that Mr. Dono- 
von would raise an objection." 
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" Did he ? " 

'* Of course not." 

'•Then," said Laurence, "at all events, my 
advice was not wasted." 

** Not at all," she retorted. " It served to 
hasten on my wedding. I am to be married in 
six weeks, you know — several months earlier 
than I intended." 

Perhaps it was her tone rather than her 
words that annoyed him, but rising abruptly, 
he walked straight to the door and out of 
the room, his place being immediately filled 
by Geraldine. 

*' Mr. Keene isn't here ? " she asked. 

'• You know how he hates this sort of thing," 
answered Camilla rather wearily. '*It isn't 
very exhilarating, is it ? " 

"Did he tell you that he was coming to 
Rickhampton ? " said Geraldine, with a blush. 
"By-the-by," she added, "I have been ad- 
miring Miss Despard — you might bring her 
to see me one afternoon." 

Camilla promised to do this, and a few 
minutes later she went away. She scarcely 
spoke to Eileen during the drive to Norfolk 
Street, and when Jack arrived after dinner 
he was told that she had too severe a headache 
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to receive: him. His sympathy seemed so 
acute that Mrs. Harrowby thought he would 
never go, and he sent to inquire before break- 
fast the next morning. 

Camilla still appeared to have a weight on 
her mind ; she declined to leave the house, and 
accordingly Mrs. Harrowby went out with 
Eileen that afternoon, so that when Oliver 
called about four o'clock he was disappointed. 

"You did not tell me you were going to 
Rickhampton!" said Camilla, as he sat down. 

" The date is not fixed yet," he answered. 

" Ah," she cried, " the phrase is suggestive. 
Then you really intend to go ? " she asked. 

" Sooner or later," he admitted, without much 
enthusiasm. 

" You understand what the visit implies ? " 

*'My election, I hope," he returned, with 
a little more warmth. 

" Oh, but you can't fail to understand " 

"There is no need to dot all the i's and 
cross all the t's," he exclaimed, rising abruptly 
from his chair. " Let us leave a little to the 
imagination." 

'* I fancy you are leaving a good deal to 
Eileen's," she said quiedy. "You know that 
I am tolerance personified, but still — ? — 
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Seriously," Camilla added, *'you should draw 
off a little. Make yourself obnoxious, like 
David Garrick in the play. Your very wisest 
course is to go to Rickhampton at once." 

The door opened whilst she spoke, and 
Laurence Harrowby entered. The two men 
exchanged a few words, seeming to have 
nothing more important to talk about than 
the opening cricket season, and then Oliver 
went away. 

" It was good of you to come," said Camilla, 
facing Laurence graciously as the door closed. 

" Not self-denying at any rate," he answered. 

** Is it only self-denial that makes for virtue ?" 
she suggested. 

**We may generally be trusted to indulge 
ourselves." 

** Anyhow," she said, " I can understand 
why you came." 

'* Forbidden fruit is always sweet, you know," 
he returned, with a smile. 

'' Oh, but friendship isn't forbidden ! " 

** But then, it isn't the most tempting fruit," 
he insisted. 

" Doesn't somebody call it the flower of 
life? " she exclaimed rather excitedly. " Do — 
do you believe that, Laurence ? " she asked, 
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leaning back in her chair, staring at his short 
figure as he stood on the hearthrug. 

*'I want your friendship as I can't have 
more," he answered. "Don't be afraid," he 
added ; "I am not going to ask for more, or 
I might deserve all you hinted at yesterday." 

"Confess that you came to enable me to 
unsay it." 

" I hoped you might be glad of the chance," 
he admitted. 

**0h, surely you knew," she cried, "that 
though I might make a mistake, I couldn't 
persist in it." 

He smiled a little suggestively. 

" You are convinced it was a mistake," he 
asked. 

" Still, I believed it at the time." 

"Astonishing what one is able to believe — 
at the time," said Laurence. " I spend a good 
deal of my life studying the laws of evidence, 
but upon my word it doesn't seem to have 
much influence on opinion." 

" Then what does ? " 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

" A man will become a Freethinker because 
he knew some unpleasant Evangelical person 
in his youth. A Rationalist is converted by 

H 
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a pretty devotee. A good deal of pessimism 
is due to gout, and some day alteratives and 
alkalies will take the place of sermons." 

** After all that eloquence," said Camilla, " is 
it merely bathos to ask you to forgive me ? " 

"You mustn't do it again, please," he an- 
swered. 

** We are friends once more ? " 

** I accept the stone with gratitude," said 
Laurence. 



X 



PRIVATE INQUIRIES 

** You did not go to Mrs. SutcHffe's the other 
afternoon," said Eileen, the next time she saw 
Oliver alone. 

** If I had known you were going I might 
have been tempted," he answered. 

**You would have seen Mrs. Guthrie also," 
she hinted. 

" That is a pleasure I often enjoy," he said. 

" Oh, by-the-by," Eileen continued, ** isn't 
Mr. Harrowby a rather intimate friend of 
Camilla's ? " 

** Of course she has seen a good deal of him 
since she came to live here." 

" He is immensely fond of her." 

Oliver looked surprised. ** Did Camilla tell 
you ? " he asked. 

** As if she would do such a thing ! " 

" Then how did you find it out ? " 

"Oh," she answered, "there were plenty 

"5 
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of signs. He didn't look at me in the same 
way." 

**I should hope not," said Oliver. ''But," 
he added, with a smile, '* no one would imagine 
you had spent all your life at school." 

" I went to school to learn things." 

" That sort of thing ? " 

" Since I left," she answered. 

" I thought I was about the only man you 
really knew." 

** Isn't that a liberal education in itself.^" 
she exclaimed. " I suppose," she continued, 
" you wish Camilla had chosen Mr. Harrowby 
instead of Jack ? " 

" Emphatically ! " 

"You have never told me why you dislike 
Jack so heartily," she suggested. "You have 
never given me a single reason why he shouldn't 
marry Camilla." 

"She is rich, and Donovon hasn't a sou," 
answered Oliver. 

"Then a person who hasn't any money 
ought never to marry anyone who has 
plenty ? " 

" Of course that's all nonsense," said Oliver. 

"Besides, he must have some money," she 
insisted, " or he couldn't pay people," 
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*' I don't suppose he often indulges himself 
in that way," was the answer. 

** But how does he live ?" she persisted. 

**Oh, well, he bets a little, he makes more 
or less over his pigeon-shooting, he plays cards 
and billiards " 

** I suppose you never bet ? " she exclaimed. 

" Now and then — a little," he confessed. 

" Have you ever shot a pigeon ? " 

** Not out of a trap," he answered, fidgeting 
slightly. 

"It does seem rather cruel, doesn't it ? " she 
asked. 

** Of course I shoot game — as often as I get 
the chance," he explained. 

** But you never play at cards or billiards ! " 

'* Why, of course, every man does that " 

" Then it can't be very wicked ! " she an- 
swered. "Or is it the winning which makes 
it sinful.?" 

"It is impossible to explain to you," said 
Oliver. "A good many of us do exactly 
what Donovon does. But whilst others do 
it for amusement, he lives by it. Others 
play for the sake of the game, he plays to 
win. But you make me feel rather like a 
fraud " 
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"It seems to me," answered Eileen, "that 
it is the proper thing to be a fraud ! " 

"You are obviously gaining experience," he 
suggested. 

" I am learning to believe less than half 
what people say to me," she exclaimed, 
" especially when it is anything nice." 

"It isn't likely people would say anything 
that was not nice to you," said Oliver. 

"Why have you never told me you are 
going to be a member of Parliament ? " she 
demanded abruptly. 

" I never like to count my chicks," he 
answered. 

" But you have never even hinted at such 
a thing ! " 

"There are plenty of things I don't hint 
at," he said. 

"What kind of things .>" 

"The one thing I want to talk about just 
now is your future," he cried. 

" But does that interest you ? " 

" I am afraid," he continued, without noticing 
her question, " there's little doubt that Donovon 
will be married in a month or so. Obviously 
he will leave Davies Street I should like to 
know what is to become of you ! " 
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** So should I," said Eileen, a little wistfully, 
but at this point they were joined by Mrs. 
Harrowby. The subject, however, seemed to 
have taken possession of Oliver's mind, and 
he seized an early opportunity of broaching 
it to Camilla. But when she spoke to Jack, 
who appeared to be the right person to attend 
to the matter, the result proved unsatisfactory. 

*' Eileen shall be provided for/' he answered, 
in his most casual manner. " You need not be 
anxious, my darling, though it is fine of you 
to think of the poor girl." 

*' But how will she be provided for ? " 
Camilla persisted* 

" And who has looked after her until now ? " 
he demanded. 

" Still, if we are to travel for a year " 

** What a time we will have, Camilla ! " cried 
Jack rapturously. 

** But I feel bothered about Eileen, Jack ! " 

** You don't think me capable of neglecting 
her ! " he returned. 

**Oh, I cannot understand you," she said. 
"You admit that something must be done, 
yet the time is passing " 

** It doesn't pass half quickly enough ! " cried 
Jack. 
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" I wish you would see about it at once," 
she answered, but whilst he assured her that 
he would not lose a moment, she felt confident 
he would forget all about Eileen until she 
reminded him again. At least Camilla had 
intended to keep the girl at Norfolk Street 
until the latest moment, but she met with 
unexpected and decided opposition from Mrs. 
Harrowby, who was after all the mistress of 
the house. 

'* Nothing could be so bad for her," Mrs. 
Harrowby insisted. "She is seeing far too 
much of your brother, and your warning was 
entirely wasted. Her coming was a great 
mistake, and the sooner she leaves here the 
better." 

In the face of Mrs. Harrowby's objection 
Camilla was compelled to give way, and it 
came to be understood that the last days of 
Eileen's visit had begun. In the meantime 
Oliver soon found an opportunity to continue 
his interrupted conversation, when he began 
by asking Eileen what she intended to do. 

"Of course," she answered, "I must try to 
find a situation of some kind.'' 

** I should like to provide you with one," he 
exclaimed, and their eyes met for a moment. 
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** It is scarcely a jesting matter for me," she 
cried, with a fine flush. 

"Nor to me, if it comes to that," he answered 
more soberly. ** But," he continued, ** I have 
been thinking about you a good deal, and 
upon my word I don't see why there shouldn't 
be someone belonging to you in existence." 

"Surely Jack would have discovered them, 
instead of being burthened with me himself," 
Eileen suggested. 

"When did you lose your parents?" asked 
Oliver. 

" Three years ago," she answered. " My 
mother died three months after my father — 
quite suddenly. She was talking to me just 
before we began lessons one morning, and as 
she stretched out her arm to take something 
from the mantelpiece she fell down. She 
never spoke again." 

"Your father was in the army?" Oliver 
suggested. 

** He was always called Captain Despard." 

" What was his Christian name ? " 

" Frederick." 

"He was an intimate friend of Donovon's ? 
asked Oliver. 

*' They were always together," she answered. 
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" I don't think my mother liked Jack very 
much. We never had a house of our own, 
and we always seemed to leave our lodgings 
hurriedly. It was — it was not a happy life." 

"Can you tell me your mothers maiden 
name ? " 

" I have never heard it," she returned. " I 
have never heard of anyone belonging to me 
except father and mother. He called her 
Maggie, that is all I know. If you could only 
find someone who really belongs to me," she 
cried, "I — I can't tell you how grateful I 
should feel." 

''Anyhow," he answered, " I intend to do 
my level best." 

On reaching Granville Chambers, he found 
a telegram awaiting him from Geraldine, and 
setting forth again, he took a hansom to 
Knightsbridge, where he found her in a con- 
dition of unwonted excitement. 

**Sir Henry Morton died this morning!" 
she exclaimed as their hands met. '' I am 
going to Rickhampton on Tuesday, and you 
really must come with me." 

" If I can possibly manage it," he answered, 
almost coldly. 

'* Is there any difficulty.*^" 
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"The truth is," he said, ** I am rather 
anxious about — about Miss Despard." 

For the instant Geraldine looked older. 
"Anxious!" she murmured. 

" You understand something of her position?" 

** Not how it concerns you," she said. 

"For the reason that it seems to concern 
nobody else," he explained. "Camilla is 
hastening the preparations for her unfortunate 
wedding. Donovon takes no steps to provide 
for Eileen— for Miss Despard, after he leaves 
Davies Street, and at present there is nowhere 
else for her to go." 

"What do you propose to do.*^" asked 
Geraldine. 

"In the first place I shall ask my solicitor 
to get a copy of her parents* marriage cer- 
tificate." 

" And then ? " 

" I hope it will give me a clue to her 
mothers family. From Captain Despards 
people I expect nothing. I have a suspicion 
that he was a bad lot. But her mother may 
have some relations living " 

"Wouldn't Mr. Donovon have found them ? " 

" Not necessarily," answered Oliver. " He 
is the sort of man to choose the line of least 
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resistance. At all events, if I can find her 
mother s people, that is all I want" 

Geraldine looked into his face searchingly 
for a moment, the whole discussion being 
extremely distasteful to her. Still, she felt 
annoyed rather than actually alarmed. If it 
was humiliating to believe that Oliver had 
a fancy for the girl, she could not, knowing 
the man, imagine that it would exert any 
important influence upon his life. But the 
circumstances made Geraldine unpleasantly 
conscious of her own designs, which she would 
sooner have relegated to the background of 
her mind. 

"Well," she said presently, " I suppose the 
certificate will not take long to procure ? " 

**A day or two," he answered. 

"What is the earliest date you can leave 
London if I postpone my journey?" she 
asked. 

" Upon my word " 

"Would Thursday suit you ? " she persisted. 
" Because," she cried, " you really ought to be 
there. You have no idea how energetic I 
intend to be — in your interests." 

"It is immensely good of you ! " he mut- 
tered. 
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" I am regarding my country's welfare^" she 
answered, more gaily. '' I think I am as 
eager for your election as you — you were a 
little while ago," 

'* I am as eager as ever," Oliver protested. 

'* You don't show your feelings as you used 
to do," she remarked. " But, at any rate, you 
think you can come on Thursday — to-morrow 
week?" 

Oliver stood with a hesitant expression, 
but suddenly he raised his eyes to her face. 
** Yes," he answered, with an air of determina- 
tion, ** I will go on Thursday." 

** By the two o'clock train ! " she exclaimed. 



XI 



A RUPTURE 



Eileen was in two minds about going to call 
upon Mrs. Guthrie, but as she did not care 
to betray the fact she offered no opposition 
to Camilla's suggestion. If she had not gone 
to Knightsbridge this afternoon there would 
scarcely have been another opportunity, since 
she was to return to Davies Street the day 
after to-morrow — to her immense regret. 

But she felt somewhat curious to see more of 
the woman, who seemed quite middle-aged, but 
yet had succeeded in gaining an influence over 
Oliver Keene. And Geraldine also felt curious 
to see more of Eileen ; she welcomed her and 
Camilla with extreme cordiality, and for ten 
minutes she talked of matters in which none of 
the three found the slightest interest 

" I don't know whether you have heard of 
Sir Henry's death," she said then, turning 
rather abruptly to Camilla. 

126 
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" I saw the announcement in the paper this 
morning," was the answer. 

" Mr. Keene has arranged to come to Rick- 
hampton this day week," Geraldine continued. 
" I want to introduce him to one or two people. 
By-the-by," she said, "you have not shown 
me your engagement ring. 

With a little reluctance, guessing that Mrs. 
Harrowby had spoken to Geraldine about it, 
Camilla drew off her left-hand glove. As 
she passed the ring to Mrs. Guthrie the door 
opened, and Lady Peterson was announced — 
a tall, grey-haired, sad-looking woman, whose 
eyes became riveted on the ring, which was 
still in Mrs. Guthrie's hand. 

" I — I wonder whether I may look," she 
exclaimed, and with a glance at Camilla for 
permission Geraldine gave the ring to her 
latest visitor. Without a word Lady Peterson 
examined it attentively, and on receiving it 
again Camilla put on her glove and departed. 

** I wonder why the sight of your ring made 
Lady Peterson tearful," said Eileen on the 
way home. 

** What nonsense ! " exclaimed Camilla. 

"Oh, but she did cry," was the answer. " I 
saw the tears in her eyes." 
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Camilla still insisted that the notion was 
ridiculous^ but the next afternoon Geraldine 
unexpectedly arrived. 

" You will think I have quite lost my senses," 
she began, alone with Camilla, ''but Lady 
Peterson stayed a long time after you went 
away yesterday, and I really feel bound to tell 
you what she said." 

" What about ? " asked Camilla, remembering 
Eileen's words. 

" She insists that your ring is her property." 

" My engagement ring ! " 

" Yes," answered Geraldine. 

** But — but Mr. Donovon gave it to me only 
a few weeks ago," said Camilla 

"Mr. Donovon used to be a friend of Lady 
Peterson's son-in-law, you understand." 

" I don't understand anything about it," 
faltered Camilla. 

"It seems that the ring originally belonged 
to Lady Peterson's grandmother. Lady Peter- 
son gave it to her daughter on her marriage to 
Rutherford Grey — not imagining she would 
wear it, but because it possessed a kind of 
sentimental value as an heirloom. Now," said 
Geraldine, looking kindly into Camilla's face, 
"suppose I see you on the verge of a disastrous 
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chasm, what ought I to do ? Ought I to let 
you go to destruction, or to risk your annoy- 
ance, and warn you of the danger ? " 

"One may realise a — a certain risk, and 
elect to take it," said Camilla. 

"The risk you realise appears uncertain," 
was the answer, ''and that is an important 
difference. However, you must feel curious 
to hear how Mr. Donovon became possessed 
of Lady Peterson's ring ! " 

"If it is the same," Camilla murmured. 

" Rutherford Grey," continued Geraldine, 
"was a notorious spendthrift, and, forgive me, 
a crony of Mr. Donovon. He promised to 
sever that connection when Lady Peterson 
reluctantly consented to the marriage. For 
a few months he kept his word and became 
a different man. Then Mr. Donovon re- 
gained his influence, the two plunged into 
all manner of extravagance; Mrs. Grey died, 
broken-hearted, according to her mother's 
account." 

" Does she blame Mr. Donovon for that ? " 
demanded Camilla. 

"Most emphatically. She insists that Mr. 

Donovon sponged on Rutherford for ever so 

long. At all events, when he died, two years 
I 
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ago, he had not a penny left of his large 
fortune, besides being heavily in debt" 

" Then it appears obvious that Mr. Donovon 
could not have — ^have sponged on him until the 
end," cried Camilla. 

"Still, he seems to have thoroughly ruined 
him, and your ring was probably a portion of 
the spoil." 

For a few long moments Camilla sat perfectly 
motionless, and presently, without breaking the 
oppressive silence, Geraldine rose. 

Camilla looked up pitifully into her face. 

" Don't you fancy that Lady Peterson may 
be prejudiced ? " she suggested. 

"She admits the very strongest prejudice, 
but she protests that she has exaggerated 
nothing." 

"Isn't it most likely," said Camilla, **that 
the two men went astray together ? " 

Geraldine rested a hand on Camilla's shoul- 
der, as she bent over her. 

** I know I am a bird of ill-omen," she said 
gently, "but I wish I could induce you to 
follow my advice." 

"What would it be.^" faltered Camilla. 

"To take that ring off your finger, and to 
let no consideration induce you to replace it." 
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After she had gone Camilla sat motionless, 
staring down at the ring which was the symbol 
of her betrothal. Suddenly she drew it from 
her finger, and when Mrs. Harrowby joined 
her a little later, it was impossible not to notice 
the sadness of her face. For onee it proved a 
relief to Camilla to open her heart, and before 
half an hour had passed ^ she threw away all 
reservation. 

'' I always insisted that the ring was not a 
new one," exclaimed Mrs. Harrowby ; '* I felt 
certain of it from the first." 

"It does not follow that it ever belonged to 
Lady Peterson," said Camilla, half-heartedly. 
" Anyhow," she added, " I shall hear what 
Jack has to say for himself. That is only 
common justice." 

''Is Mr. Donovon coming to-night ? " asked 
Mrs. Harrowby. 

"He has an appointment at his club," was 
the answer. " But I shall ask him to call 
directly after breakfast to-morrow morning." 

On the Saturday morning Jack arrived at 
half-past ten o'clock, and never was there a 
more debonair lover. But for the first time 
since the day he had asked her to be his wife 
Camilla held aloof from him, and when he 
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would have taken her in his arms she offered 
her outstretched right hand. He insisted, how- 
ever, on possessing himself of the left as well, 
and then it was that he noticed the abswice of 
the engagement ring. 

" Camilla," he exclaimed reproachfully, *' you 
are not wearing your ring this morning." 

" I want you to tell me where you got it," 
she returned. 

"To be sure, I bought it," said Jack, 
with an expression of astonishment which 
might have provoked a smile at any other 
time. 

*' At Porter and Simpson's ? " she demanded. 

" Why, no," he answered. 

** But their name was on the case ! *' 

" Does it matter at all where the ring was 
purchased, as long as you were delighted with 
it ? " cried Jack. 

" Still you must have wished me to believe 
it came from Porter and Simpson's." 

" And why should I desire you to think that, 
Camilla ? " he asked. 

*'The ring was not a new one," she insisted. 

** My darling, it was not." 

'* You intended me to think it was." 

** The case was entirely new," said Jack. 
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Camilla looked at him reproachfully. 

" You certainly said that you bought the ring 
expressly for me," she murmured. 

"And that is what I did," he answered. 
" But I shall tell you all about it, my darling." 

" Oh, I wish you would ! " she exclaimed. 

" It is devilish hard up I have been the last 
few months," he returned. "And I wanted 
to have the most beautiful ring because I knew 
that none in the world could be worthy of you. 
Only it was not possible to go to a jeweller's 
like an ordinary Christian." 

" Why not ? " she demanded. 

^'Because the funds were at the lowest, 
Camilla." 

**Then you have not paid for the ring!" 

^' Indeed, but I have paid five hundred 
pounds for it," he answered, with an air of 
righteous indignation. 

" Five hundred pounds," she cried, surprised 
at the extravagance of the sum. 

" That is the amount I paid," said Jack. 

"But I — I don't understand. Jack. Why 
couldn't you pay a jeweller as well as any- 
one else?" 

"It is not everybody who has a proper 
respect for my signature," he explained. 
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" But you could have cashed the cheque 
yourself!" 

" Cheque, is it ? " cried Jack ruefully. 

''Weren't you talking about a cheque?" 
she asked 

"They are things I have not talked about 
for some time," he answered. "But I paid 
for your ring with an acceptance, Camilla." 

"What is the difference.^" she inquired. 

** You understand," he explained with 
immense solemnity, "an acceptance is just 
a piece of paper which contains your promise 
to pay by-and-by, when it may be more 
convenient" 

" When did you promise to pay, Jack ? " 
she asked, rather wistfully. 

" I didn't particularly notice," he returned. 
*• Mine is a poor head for business. But I 
believe it was four months after date." 

"Then," she suggested, "as a matter of 
fact, the ring is not paid for at all.^" 

" I am telling my darling that I paid for it 
with an acceptance," said Jack. 

"But shan't I have to find the money for 
your acceptance after we are married ? " she 
asked. 

"It is true," he admitted; "but," he con- 



A RUPTURE 135 

tinued quickly, " if I had millions I would lay 
them at your feet. And why should you be 
troubling about the ring at all ? " 

" Lady Peterson has been insisting that it 
belonged to her daughter — Mrs. Rutherford 
Grey/' said Camilla. 

"Rutherford was my dearest friend!" Jack 
exclaimed. ''And it is true that the ring was 
his property '* 

" His wife's, Jack ! " 

" It is the same thing, Camilla," he answered, 
and then he explained how it had come into 
Leverson's possession. 

'* Do you mind if I return it to Lady 
Peterson ? " she asked. 

" All that I possess is your own, to do what 
you please with," he answered. '* And I shall 
get you another to-morrow," he added, al- 
though he had not the slightest notion whence 
it was to come. 

" I don't feel sure I — I shall want another," 
she faltered. 

" What is the meaning of that ? " he 
demanded. 

'* It is a little difficult to explain," she 
answered. " Only I feel that I must have 
time to — to think." 
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" To think whether you love me, Camilla ? " 

*' It is not the question of that."^ 

'•Then what is it?" he asked eagerly. 

She raised her eyes abruptly to his face. 

" Jack," she said, " Lady Peterson says that 
you ruined her son." 

"It was not much ruining the poor chap 
required," was the answer. "And it was 
Rutherford who could have given me points." 

" I scarcely know how to phrase it," she 
continued, " but Lady Peterson insists that 
you — that you sponged on Mr. Grey for a 
year or two." 

" If I had possessed hundreds of thousands," 
said Jack, with intense vehemence, " I would 
have shared them with my friend." 

" But is it true ? " she demanded. 

"And what is that, Camilla.^" 

" That Mr. Grey kept you " 

"Poor Rutherford and myself were like 
brothers," said Jack, **and he shared with me 
as I would have shared with him. It's half 
my fortune he might have had." 

*' But you hadn't a fortune ! " 

" It is my misfortune," he admitted. " But 
if I had I would have spent it like a gentle- 
man." 
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**Was it — ^was it like a gentleman to — to 
sponge on Mr, Grey?" she suggested. 

" Rutherford was a liberal-hearted man " 

" But he broke his wife's heart ! " 

" A poor-spirited, wet blanket of a woman ! " 
he exclaimed. 

"Jack — Jack!" she cried, "you make me 
afraid." 

" Afraid of what ? " he asked. 

" Of the future," she answered. 

"With me.^" he asked, with tears in his 
voice, 

" Yes, Jack." 

" I know I am a poor devil of a fellow, 
Camilla " 

"You have often told me that," she said. 

" Unfortunately, it is true." 

" But I have never quite understood what 
you meant until to-day." 

" I fancy it is not a compliment you are pay- 
ing me," he said. "But I love you, my 
darling," he protested, bending low over her, 
" I love you, and I will die if you ,give me 
up. And our wedding-day is fixed, and the 
people are talking about it " 

" I can't help that," she answered. " I must 
have time to think." 
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" Think only that you love me, Camilla," he 
urged. 

"Ah, but it does not follow I shall marry 
you," she cried. 

*' But, Camilla '' 

" It will do no good to talk," she said. ** You 
must go away, and I — I will try to make up 
my mind" 

" But how long will you take ? " he asked. 

'* Oh, give me a fortnight ! " 

"How will I live without seeing your sweet 
face for a fortnight ? " he muttered. 

" Oh, you will live very easily," she assured 
him. ''And it must be understood that you 
are not to come here." 

" For a fortnight ? " he cried eagerly. 

" I can't look farther into the future," she 
returned. " I shall send this ring to Lady 
Peterson, and I must think things over before 
I consent to wear another. Now, good-bye,*' 
she added, holding forth her hand. 

Jack went away in the depths of despair, 
and having refreshed himself by the way, 
walked to Davies Street, and tapped at the 
door of Miss Wendover's private sitting-room. 

" My dear friend," he said dejectedly, " I'm 
the most miserable man in the world" 
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" Too much whisky last night," she an- 
swered. 

" It is the machinations of my enemies," 
said Jack, as he sank into a chair. 

" Ah, you've few enemies besides yourself, 
Mr. Donovon." 

"That is true," he confessed, with a peni- 
tential air. 

" Is it about Miss Keene ?*' she asked. 

" What else is there in the wide world would 
distress me ? " he demanded. *' Her mind has 
been poisoned, and it is broken-hearted I am." 

** Is it the loss of the money that's troubling 
you ? '* Miss Wendover suggested. 

"Ah, but you do me an injustice," exclaimed 
Jack. "When did you know me to care for 
money ? " 

" I admit," she returned, " that when you 
have it you fling it away like dirt, but when 
you haven't it seems to me you would sell 
your soul to get it. And whether it's the 
young lady or her fortune you want is more 
than I can make out." 

" How can a man think of the one without 
the other?" he said. "She is the most 
beautiful woman in the world, and all my 
dreams are over." 
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" Well, I am truly sorry to see you so low/' 
was the answer, "although you generally 
recover before one knows where one is." 

" If I live to be a thousand years old," said 
Jack, " I will never be the same man again." 
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THE INTERREGNUM 



Being eager to learn the result of Camilla's 
critical interview with Jack, Mrs. Harrowby 
went to the drawing-room as soon as she saw 
him leave the house, only to find it empty. 
She then went to Camilla's bedroom, but 
unable to gain admittance, Mrs. Harrowby 
was fain to subdue her curiosity until after 
luncheon, which she partook of alone with 
Eileen. 

Eileen was to return toDavies Street in a 
few hours' time, and Mrs, Harrowby had 
privately decided to remain by her side until 
the hour of departure. She suspected that 
Oliver would call to say farewell, and deter- 
mined that he should not see the girl alone. 
Already he had seen far too much of her, 
but it did not seem probable that he would 
go to Davies Street. The sooner Eileen 
reached there the better for her own sake. 
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At four o'clock Camilla rang and asked for 
a cup of tea, and as there had been no sign 
of Oliver, Mrs, Harrowby carried it upstairs 
herself 

** Well," she asked, as she entered Camilla's 
room, " what decision have you arrived at ? " 

" At none at all." 

'*You don't mean to tell me that after all 
this you can still dream of marrying the man ?" 

" I — I don't know," said Camilla quietly. 

*' You don't know whether you are going to 
marry him or not ! " exclaimed Mrs. Harrowby, 
inclined to lose patience. 

"No," answered Camilla, " I don't know. 
But I intend to try," she added, glancing up 
abruptly. 

" To try ! " 

" I am sending the ring to Lady Peter- 
son " 

" Thankful to get rid of it, I should imagine !" 
cried Mrs. Harrowby. 

** And I have refused to wear another " 

" Then," said Mrs. Harrowby excitedly, "you 
really have broken off your engagement" 

" I have refused to wear another ring for the 
present," Camilla continued " Beyond that, 
I scarcely know what I have done. I need 
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time to think. Jack is not to see me for a 
fortnight " 

"What I should like to know," said Mrs. 
Harrowby, "is, whether you are engaged to 
the man or not." 

" I am perfectly free to act as I please." 

**Then why not state the fact plainly and 
have done with it ? " 

"Simply because I can't easily give up all 
that makes my life worth living," said Camilla. 

" But you have just told me you are free ! " 

"It is a kind of interregnum," was the 
answer. "That is what I hope. I wish you 
could understand " 

" I confess," said Mrs. Harrowby, " I was 
never so far from understanding any woman 
in my life." 

" Things which I knew only vaguely before," 
Camilla continued, "things which I did not 
want to realise, have been thrust before me. 
They fill me with a kind — a kind of disgust. 
I feel almost afraid " 

"And, in plain English," said Mrs. Har- 
rowby, "you are going to try to hoodwink 
yourself again." 

** Perhaps I am," cried Camilla recklessly, 
"and if I could only be certain that I should 
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not come to my senses afterwards I shouldn't 
much care. I intend to marry Jack if I can^ 
and," she added, "if I can't, I shall be the 
most miserable woman living." 

If Mrs. Harrowby had not carried up 
Camilla's tea, she would have achieved her 
purpose regarding Eileen and Oliver, who 
reached the house less than five minutes after 
she quitted the drawing-room. 

" I suppose Mrs. Guthrie has told you what 
has been happening?" said Eileen, who had 
been freely enlightened by Mrs. Harrowby. 

" I know everything but Camilla's decision," 
he answered, ** although there can't be much 
doubt about that now." 

" I don't know," she cried. " Jack was here 
a tremendous time this morning, and Camilla 
hasn't appeared since. Mrs. Harrowby is 
with her now. But I hope Jack won't be 
thrown over. Even if he did get money from 
Mr. Grey, remember how he helped me ! " 

** And that justifies everything." 

" Not in your opinion," she answered. " I 
knew from the first exactly what you would 
say. I felt sure you would be pleased. But 
Camilla must be perfectly wretched, and I 
know I shall find Jack broken-hearted." 
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Hearing Oliver laugh a little sceptically, 
Eileen turned upon him indignantly. 

'' I think it is pitiful to laugh about it ! " she 
exclaimed. " But, then, you can't imagine 
what it is to love anyone." 

'^ I think I can imagine that," he said, 
gravely enough. '* But love isn't necessarily 
followed by marriage." 

After a moment's silence she exclaimed — 

** I feel certain it only requires a little to 
decide her. I wish I could win you over." 

" Nothing could be simpler than that," 
answered Oliver. " But we won't discuss 
Donovon to-day." 

''It may be our last chance." 

" Heaven forbid ! " he answered devoutly. 

"Aren't you going to Rickhampton on 
Thursday ? " 

•' Ah— yes," he said. 

'^And in less than an hour I shall start for 
home." 

" Before I leave London," Oliver continued, 
" I hope I may bring you news of what will 
prove a real home to you, and by-and-by I 
may see you happily settled in it," 

" You won't see me ! " she exclaimed. 

" Anyhow, it will be something to know you 
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are happy. It would make you happy to be 
with your own people ? " he suggested, 

** It is almost too good to hope for," she 
faltered **But anyhow, it is immensely kind 
of you." 

" I wish it were in my power to — to be 
kinder," he muttered. 

"Kinder?" she said, meeting his eyes. 

" Eileen," he answered, with more emotion 
than she had seen him display before, *'a 
man isn't always able to please himself." 

" Oh, yes — a man," she cried. 

"One maps out one's life," he said, **and 
afterwards it becomes too late to alter one's 
plans." 

'* Do you — do you wish to alter them ? " she 
asked. 

'* I have set myself a definite goal," he con- 
tinued, " and if I don't reach it my life will be 
a failure altogether. Nothing else would ever 
satisfy me; but, by Jove!" he cried, "a 
price has to be paid." 

" Are you rich enough } " she asked. *' I 
mean is it possible for the price to come 
entirely out of your own purse ? " 

He looked into her eyes for a moment^ 
and Eileen could feel his breath on her 
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cheek. His own face appeared strained and 
eager. 

** Upon my soul, I hope so," he answered ; 
and then Mrs. Harrowby entered the room, 
and judging by appearances she wished she 
had not stayed so long upstairs. 

Shortly after Oliver's departure Eileen went 
to say good-bye to Camilla, but Jacks name 
was not mentioned between them. 

Mrs. Harrowby said she had an engagement 
after dinner that evening, and with admirable 
thoroughness dressed as if she were going to 
a party, but she ordered the cabman to the 
Temple, and astonished Laurence by entering 
his chambers in a state of excitement. 

"Camilla has returned to her senses at last!" 
she cried. 

** Do you mean that she has broken off her 
engagement ? " he asked. 

"At any rate," wag the answer, **she has 
refused to see the man for a fortnight If you 
had asked her she would have married you 
eighteen months ago, as I have often told you. 
I do hope you are going to act sensibly now," 
she added. 

** I shall try," said Laurence. 

**A woman is never so easily won as just 
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after she is lost by someone else," continued 
Mrs. Harrowby. "Of course, I am not sug- 
gesting that you shall propose to Camilla to- 
morrow ** 

•*I almost fancied you were," he returned; 
** but let me quite understand " 

** She is simply disgusted with Mr. Donovon," 
said Mrs. Harrowby. " It is true she has 
taken a fortnight to consider her position, but 
she insists she is free, although it cannot be 
denied that he has a seductive tongue, and he 
may succeed in talking her over." 

She left him in aa unsettled state of mind, 
and certainly she scarcely expected to see 
him approach the door on Sunday afternoon. 
Fortunately, however, she did see him, and 
was able to make sure that he found Camilla 
alone. 

** I almost expected you ! " she exclaimed, 
with a rather mirthless smile, as she offered 
her hand. 

*'To tell you the truth," he answered, "I 
have been hesitating all the morning." 

" And you were lost ? " 

" But I hear that you are saved," said 
Laurence. 

** Of course," she answered, ** I knew that 
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Mrs. Harrowby saw you last night. She took 
the most elaborate precautions to persuade me 
she was going somewhere else, but I heard her 
shout your address to the cabman. I suppose 
you have come to spy the nakedness of the 
land." 

** Does it seem very bare to you ? " he asked. 

"What did your mother tell you ? " answered 
Camilla. *Mt will be entertaining to compare 
the romance with the reality." 

** Anyhow/' he cried, " I gathered there was 
a rift in the lute." 

"Were you led to believe it was incapable 
of sweet music?" she retorted. "Oh, how 
foolish people are!" she said petulantly. 
" How they tempt me to fly in their faces ! 
To make a dead set against a man is surely 
the very way to drive one towards him." 

" I wish to goodness someone would make 
a dead set against me," he saidL 

"Oh, but you are favoured of the gods! 
Everyone insists you are a coming man — you 
have the world at your feet." 

" Except one coveted corner." 

"Knowing It is claimed by someone else?" 
she suggested. 

" I understood that the claim was scarcely 
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admitted," said Laurence. " I thought you 
regarded yourself as free." 

**Well," she answered, " I daresay Tm as 
free as any human being can be. To all 
appearances I possess the power to act as I 
please." 

"We have experience only of phenomena, 
you know," Laurence answered, with a smile. 

*'Yet I feel that I am a mere slave," she 
cried. 

"Would I were your owner," said Laurence 
eagerly. 

Camilla looked at him intently. " Do you 
really mean that, Laurence ? " she asked. 

" Absolutely," he returned. 

" Yet you know that only yesterday " 

"Yes, I know!" he exclaimed. "And I 
don't Wonder you look sceptical. I know you 
were engaged to Donovon yesterday, yet it 
is the fact," he added solemnly, "that I 
would marry you to-morrow if I had half a 
chance." 

" I think you would be reckless," she mur- 
mured. 

" Why ? " 

" Either I have not cared for — for Jack, or 
I should not care for my husband." 
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"Still I should like to stand in his shoes," 
Laurence insisted. 

** Do you imagine you could be happy with 
a woman who didn't love you ? " 

" I know I should be happy with you." 

**You make it necessary that I should be 
frank," she said, after a short silence. "It is 
true that circumstances have made me hesitate, 
but upon my word I mean what I say when I 
tell you that if I don't marry Jack I shall never 
marry any man." 

** The same thing has often been said before," 
he suggested. 

** It is fully meant this time." 

**Oh, it is always meant," he continued. 
" But still the fact remains that at the present 
moment you are not engaged to Donovon." 

** I scarcely know," she answered. " I felt 
that I must have time to think things over, 
but " 

"Then," he .urged, "there is nothing like 
a full discussion, and I assure you that I am 
the very best of counsellors." 

She laughed almost cheerfully, but the next 
.moment her face grew grave again. 

** I don't know how I can smile," she ex- 
claimed, " I feel intensely miserable. My 
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whole future seems to be at stake, and I haven't 
the courage to take my life in my hands." 

"Yet you are not usually alarmed by 
trifles ! " 

"Oh, don't play the devils advocate," she 
answered. " I can't explain myself properly 
to you or to anyone. But there's one thing I 
must say, although it seems a peculiar thing 
to say to you." 

"I like you to say peculiar things to me," 
he insisted. 

"You may not like this," she cried, with a 
sigh. 

*' Never mind — ^tell me," he urged. 

"It is entirely for your own good," she 
continued, with a vivid flush, "but I really 
wish you to understand that I don't hesitate 
because of any lessening in my — my love for 
Jack. It is only that I have doubts; I am 
trying hard — very hard," she cried wistfully, 
"to surmount them. I should like you to 
understand that, Laurence ! " 

" It isn't your fault if I don't," he answered. 

" I don't want you to go away with the 
slightest misconception ! " 

" Well, I shall not," he said dolefully. 

** And now," she cried, rising and offering 
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her hand, *' when you come again, we will talk 
of other things." 

" You don't mind my coming ? " he asked. 

" Not at all." 

*'As often as I please?" he suggested. 
"You see," he added, "one likes to be pro- 
perly filial." 

" I feel pleased to see you," cried Camilla, 
"if you will only recollect what I have said." 

" I can assure you I am not in the least 
likely to forget," answered Laurence. 



XIII 

NEWS FOR EILEEN 

'' 1 HAVE something I want to say to Eileen," 
said Oliver, when he saw Camilla on Monday 
afternoon. Her appearance almost shocked 
him, but this was the only sign of the mental 
struggle which she endured in these days. 
Her manner seemed as bright and vivacious 
as ever, but there were dark patches under her 
eyes, her face looked pale and long, her laugh- 
ter sounded rather hollow. 

" Good news ? *' she asked. 

**Yes, I think it will prove to be good," i\e 
answered. 

" I wish it were going to reach her through 
another channel." 

" Why ? " he demanded quickly. 

** The present has a misleading appearance 
of depth and clearness," she returned. "She 
may think there is peace where there is no 
peace." 
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" Anyhow," he said, " I can t very well go to 
Davies Street." 

"You wish me to bring her here?" she 
suggested dubiously. 

'*Not later than to-morrow morning," he 
insisted. 

Camilla looked doubtful still. 

" Are you going to Rickhampton on Thurs- 
day ? " she asked presently. 

" By the two o'clock train,*' he answered. 

** What a splendid chance it is for you ! " 
she said. 

" Will you ask Eileen to be here at noon to- 
morrow ? " he persisted, and Camilla promised 
to write before the day ended. 

Mrs. Harrowby assured her that it was a 
foolish thing to do. 

" If Mr. Keene wishes to speak to her, let 
him go to Davies Street properly," she said. 
*' This interference is just the thing to turn her 
head further. Besides, you have undertaken 
not to see Mr. Donovon for a fortnight " 

" I have no intention to see him earlier," 
answered Camilla, with an air of determina- 
tion. " I am merely going to ask Eileen to 
call here to-morrow at noon." 

The letter was sent to the post after dinner 
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that night, but about half-past ten on Tuesday 
morning Camilla was sitting in the dining- 
room with Mrs. Harrowby, when she saw Jack 
pass the window. 

" I knew exactly how it would be," said Mrs. 
Harrowby. *' But of course you will decline 
to see him." 

" Probably he will not ask for me." 

" Then why do you imagine he has come ? " 

"Oh, he may have brought a note from 
Eileen," said Camilla, looking almost aggres- 
sively happy again. At that moment a servant 
entered to say that Mr. Donovon would like 
to speak to Miss Keene, and Camilla's smile 
broadened. 

" I don't know what I ought to do," she 
cried, as the servant left the room. 

** There cannot be much doubt about that," 
was the answer. 

'* It seems rather a strong measure to refuse 
to see him." 

*• Strong measures are very desirable, my 
dear." 

**I scarcely like to say 'no,*" Camilla 
murmured. 

" Let Mary tell him you are engaged. The 
idea of calling at this unearthly hour ! " 
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"That shows it is something important," 
Camilla suggested. " I — I think I must see 
him," she added, rising to leave the room. 

Everything about Jack Donovon this morn- 
ing seemed to express depression. His mous^ 
tache seemed to be less curled than usual, a 
wisp of black hair fell forward over his brows, 
and his eyes wore an expression which almost 
brought tears to Camilla's. 

Stepping hastily towards him, she offered 
her right hand, and with one of his elaborate 
but not ungraceful bows he stooped to press 
his lips to her fingers. 

"This was not in the contract, Jack!" she 
cried brightly. 

" Eileen had no time to answer your letter 
by the post," he answered ; **and she could not 
be capable of the rudeness of leaving it un- 
answered, Camilla. It is delighted she shall 
be to see you at twelve o'clock." 

" I^ — I am sorry you took so much trouble," 
she faltered. 

*' Trouble is what I am becoming accus- 
tomed to, my darling. Not ten minutes* sleep 
have I enjoyed since I last saw your sweet face." 

** But you look very well in spite of your 
vigils," she cried. 
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" Camilla/' he returned, " you give me fresh 
life in an instant/' 

"Still, you mustn't let it make you forget 
our compact," she said. 

** I shall not," was the answer, "although it 
was entirely your own/' 

"You must understand that I am quite at 
liberty to have nothing more to do with you ! " 

" I have loaded the six chambers of my 
revolver," he answered. ** I try to sleep with 
it on the table beside my bed, for if you 
tell me you shall have no more to do with 
me, of what value is my life ? " 

" Oh, but you ought not to talk like that ! " 

" Indeed, I will act without talking, but it 
is a fact that I cannot live without you, Camilla. 
If you refuse to marry me, it will be my only 
friend. But I am hoping you won't refuse, 
for why should we not be happy together ? " 

" I — I wonder ! " she murmured. 

Perhaps from fear of her own weakness she 
held^out her hand, with an air of determination 
which sent him away. But instead of returning 
to Mrs. Harrowby, she stayed alone in the 
drawing-room, basking in the fresh light which 
the short visit had thrown across her life. 
When Eileen arrived a little before noon 
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Camilla welcomed her with the greatest cor- 
diality. Eileen betrayed an apology in her 
tone. 

**Jack would insist upon coming," she said, 
"He wouldn't allow me to persuade him it 
wasn't necessary. Poor fellow, if you saw him 
at home you would pity him." 

** He — he looked very well," Camilla sug- 
gested. 

"He scarcely Jeaves the house," Eileen 
continued. "He sits for hours without speak- 
ing, and," she cried, "he has bought a revolver." 

" Have you seen it ?" asked Camilla abruptly. 

" No," was the answer, " I haven't actually 
seen it, but I am constantly hearing about it. 
I have never felt so frightened in my life." 

" Yes," said Camilla slowly, " I felt startled 
at first" 

Eileen looked astonished. " Then Jack told 
you ? " she exclaimed. 

"I fancy," Camilla returned, "that a man 
who had the slightest intention to kill himself 
would keep quiet about it. Really," she added, 
" I feel extremely doubtful whether there's a 
revolver in your house " 



" But Jack has told me again and again " 

"The remarkable thing is," Camilla in- 



i6o A MAN OF SENTIMENT 

terrupted, " that one scarcely thinks the worse 
of him. It seems to be quite an amiable 
weakness. But there are people who must 
always be acting, even when they have only 
themselves for audience/' 

" Anyhow," urged Eileen, *' he isn't pretend- 
ing when he says that he loves you ! " 

" No," cried Camilla, '' I believe that" 

" I have seen tears in his eyes when he 
has talked of you — ^lots of times." 

" I don't think I have cried," was the answer. 
** I haven't shed a tear." 

"Ah, but then you can please yourself. 
Everything rests with you," said Eileen, 
perhaps a little enviously. " I hope you are 
going to make him happy, Camilla ! " 

" I shall be wretched myself if I don't," said 
Camilla, and then the door opened, and Eileen 
turned eagerly to look at the intruder. Seeing 
Oliver, she grew nervously excited, and not 
entirely because she had felt doubtful whether 
she should meet him at Norfolk Street this 
morning. 

Her life at Davies Street had become ex- 
tremely wretched since her return, partly 
because of the contrast it offered to the days 
at Mrs. Harro why's, partly because of Jack's 
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melancholy humour. Oliver had at the least 
succeeded in awakening her hopes, and when 
she came to reflect, it did not seem at all 
improbable that he might discover someone 
who was related to one of her parents. 

In the event of Jack's marriage, the best 
she could hope for was to obtain a situation 
as a governess, but no one knew her incom- 
petence better than herself. On the whole her 
look-out appeared about as dreary as it possibly 
could, and the sight of Oliver filled her with 
expectancy. As he took her hand Camilla 
magnanimously quitted the room, and Oliver 
sat down on the sofa by Eileen's side. 

"Has Camilla told you why I wished to 
see you.^" he asked. 

"Camilla could talk only about Jack," she 
answered. " Is — is it about my own people?" 
she exclaimed. 

" I have discovered a few facts about your 
mother," Oliver explained. ** She was a 
Miss Margaret Boothington, daughter of 
Simon Boothington, gentleman, of Dunster 
House, Starborough." 

** Is my grandfather alive ? " she asked 
eagerly. 

'* No ; but he had two sons as well as a 

L 
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daughter. Basil Boothington still lives at 
Dunster House. He has been married some 
years and has a large family." 

"Have — have you seen him.*^" 

" I wanted to see you first," he answered. 
** Before I go any further, I must make quite 
sure of your willingness to leave Davies 
Street." 

" I shall be compelled to leave when Jack 
is married" 

"Apart from that, are you prepared to 
go away at once?" he asked. 

"You don't know that my uncle — how 
strange it sounds I — you can't be certain he 
will care to have me." 

"When he hears your present circum- 
stances," said Oliver, "he can scarcely hesi- 
tate." 

"Ah, you intend to give Jack a poor 
character ! " 

" I certainly don't intend to be tempted on 
to debatable ground," answered Oliver, with 
a smile. "The Boothingtons bear an excel- 
lent reputation. They are well-to-do people, 
not precisely rich, but quite comfortably off. 
The family has lived at Dunster House for 
generations. " 
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*' I wonder why my mother never mentioned 
them!" murmured Eileen. 

*^The probability is," Oliver suggested, 
**that she quarrelled with them about her 
marriage. Of course that is only a specula- 
tion; the point is that you are willing to go 
to Starborough " 

** If they will have me, of course I shall be 
only too thankful," said Eileen. 

" Then," answered Oliver, " I shall take the 
half-past one train this afternoon. I don't 
wish to lose time, as I am going away the 
day after to-morrow," he added. 

"For long?" she asked. 

** A few weeks, probably." 

" You are going to Rickhampton — with • 
Mrs. Guthrie ? " 

"Yes," he answered, trying vainly to meet 
her eyes. ** I will write to you on my return 
this evening," he said, as he stood upright. 

" I shall be immensely anxious to hear," 
she cried. 

" A good deal depends on to-day's journey," 
he said. 

Eileen glanced up abruptly into his face. 

"I suppose," she suggested, "a good deal 
depends on Thursday's journey also ? " 
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hate my going away. But I feel sure I ought 
to go if I only get the chance." 

** I hope to goodness you will get the chance/' 
said Oliver, and then glancing at his watch, he 
declared that it was time to set forth. Eileen 
did not long outstay him, and when she re- 
turned to Davies Street and told Jack that 
Oliver had wished to speak to her, he appeared 
distinctly vexed. 

** He is a mean-spirited fellow," cried Jack, 
''and he has poisoned Camilla's mind against 
me. 

"But still," she answered, "it wasn't Mr. 
Keene who caused the bother, was it ? " 

" And who could it be ? " he demanded. 

" I — I am afraid it was yourself. Jack." 

" Eileen, it is a criminal you're thinking 
me!" 

'* I think," she answered, with perfect sin- 
cerity, "you are one of the best and kindest 
and dearest men in the world," 

" Then why do you side with my bitterest 
enemy ? " exclaimed Jack. 

She went to take off her hat, and on her 
return began to tell him of Oliver's efforts 
to trace her own people — efforts which Jack 
could only ridicule, until Eileen explained that 
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Oliver was already on his way to see her uncle, 
Basil Boothington. 

Even then he refused to believe that any- 
thing would come of the journey. 

" I have no confidence in Keene," he an- 
swered. "And, anyhow, what business is it of 
his ? " 

" He — he has always been very, very kind 
to me," said Eileen, a little sentimentally 
perhaps. 

*' Kind, is it ? " cried Jack. " I would put 
you on your guard against young men who 
are kind, Eileen. But there is little kindness 
about Keene, and all he wishes is to insult 
me. 

" How can it insult you to find my people ? " 
she persisted. 

"It is a reflection on my character," said 
Jack. 

"Oh, no," she answered; "only, when you 
are married, where am I to live. Jack ? " 

"Ah!" he exclaimed, his manner suddenly 
changing, "it's a happy man I will be when 
the day dawns, Eileen." 

" I believe it will dawn," she said. " I feel 
almost sure it will." 



XIV 

AT DUNSTER HOUSE 

After a hurried luncheon, Oliver succeeded in 
catching the half-past one train to Starborough, 
where he arrived at about four o'clock. On 
inquiring at the railway station, he learned that 
Dunster House stood two miles distant, and 
entering a fly, he was driven slowly along the 
pleasant lanes. The face of the country seemed 
to smile encouragement, the fresh green larches 
stood forth prominently in the woods, the 
willows were in feathery -bloom, and here and 
there the banks were still yellow with prim- 
roses. 

As he drew near to Dunster House he began 
to speculate as to his course. He could imagine 
the possibility that Mr. Boothington might not 
welcome very cordially the man who brought 
news of an unsuspected poor relation — although 
no description could fit Eileen worse. 

The substantial Elizabethan house stood 
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back from the sedate road, with curiously 
trimmed yew trees for gate-posts. Close to 
these Oliver was somewhat alarmed tor notice 
many vehicles and more bicycles, and perceiv- 
ing that there must be a party of some kind, 
he wished that he had chosen a more oppor- 
tune moment. 

" What name, sir ? " asked a servant, as he 
approached the open door, and the next 
moment she announced him as he entered 
the crowded room. Realising that he had 
no business there, Oliver began to feel a 
little embarrassed, but thinking it judicious to 
make the best of things, he made his way 
to a pleasant-looking, matronly woman, who 
appeared to be the hostess. 

Never doubting that he was a friend of her 
husband, Mrs. Boothington received him as a 
matter of course, and as he stood by the wall 
a few minutes later a girl of sixteen, somewhat 
like Eileen, but with long, plaited hair hanging 
down her back, brought him some tea. 

"You don't seem to know anybody," she 
remarked, with a good deal of self-possession. 

"I feel like a stranger in a strange land," 
said Oliver. 

" But you know my father ? " 
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" Not from Adam." 

"Then," she demanded, "why have you 
come ? " 

" I have a guilty sense that I am here under 
false pretences," was the answer. **But, as 
a matter of fact, I came on very important 
business." 

"About the house?" she asked in a dis- 
appointed tone. 

"You may try again," said Oliver, with a 
smile. 

" If you don't come from the estate agent's," 
she returned, " I give it up. We have let our 
house, you know. We are going to Lausanne 
for a year, and we start in two days' time. I 
thought perhaps you had come about the in- 
ventory, but I will tell my father." 

Oliver followed the direction of her eyes. 

"Is that your father ?" he asked. 

"Talking to Uncle Matthew," she replied. 
" Doesn't Uncle Matthew look immensely 
bored ? He came from Australia only a few 
months ago." 

Matthew Boothington looked fifty years of 
age. He had white hair, and a dark, closely 
trimmed beard and moustache. Above middle 
height, he was widely and sparely built, with a 
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thin, grave, sunburnt face. His brother, who 
seemed to make several vain efforts to draw 
him into the general conversation, was shorter, 
stouter, and more youthfully dressed. He held 
himself with a certain stiffness, as if to make 
the most of his inches, and he wore a small 
moustache without a beard. Although he was 
older than his brother, his hair was scarcely 
grizzled. 

Oliver followed Miss Boothington towards 
the pair, standing by whilst she whispered to 
her father. Then, as Mr. Boothington in- 
spected him from top to toe — 

** I rather wanted to speak to you,'* said 
Oliver. " I have come from London for the 
purpose, but your servant, mistaking me for a 
guest, brought me here." 

** I daresay I can spare a few minutes," 
answered Mr. Boothington, having satisfied 
himself concerning Oliver's breeding, and 
Matthew followed them out of the room into 
another, which opened on to a large garden. 
There, without losing a moment, Matthew 
sank into an armchair, sighed with relief at 
his escape from the crowd, and began to fill 
his pipe. 

" Won't you sit down, Mr. " 
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" Oliver Keene is my name," was the answer, 
and Matthew looked up abruptly, with a lighted 
match in his hand 

•* Fancy I have seen it in the Fortnightly 
Review^'' he said. 

" Upon my word," Oliver continued, " I 
scarcely know where to begin my explanation* 
But I will make a plunge. I think there was 
a Miss Margaret Boothington, who married 
Captain Despard some years ago." 

"Bless my soul!" cried Mr. Boothington, 
with an alarmed expression. He was a man 
of more formal manners than his colonial 
brother. 

" An infernal scoundrel," muttered Matthew. 

" I am not his advocate," said Oliver. " At 
the same time he has been dead three or 
four years." 

'*How about his wife?" asked Matthew, 
showing far more interest than Basil. 

"Mrs. Despard outlived him only a few 
months. She died quite suddenly " 

" You are not going to tell me she left a 
family ! " exclaimed Mr. Boothington. 

"Only one daughter," answered Oliver, 
and he told them all there was to tell about 
Eileen. 
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They both listened with deep attention, 
Basil with a troubled expression on his face, 
Matthew with perfect equanimity. But whilst 
he puffed more strongly at his pipe, it was his 
elder brother who spoke. 

"It is an unpleasant chapter of our family 
history," he said. "My sister married before 
she was eighteen. We all knew Despard to 
be a scoundrel, except my brother, who had 
lately sailed to Australia. She ran away with 
the man at last, and, to do her justice, she 
has never troubled us since. I did not 
know whether she was dead or alive. If 
her daughter is in actual want, of course," 
he continued, rather grudgingly, " I must do 
something for her. But I have a large family 
of my own, and you have come at an un- 
fortunate time. I have let my house furnished, 
and the day after to-morrow we start for 
Switzerland." 

"What is the girl like.^" asked Matthew 
quietly. 

" If I attempt to describe Miss Despard," 
said Oliver, "I fear you will think I exaggerate." 

Matthew knitted his brows and scrutinised 
Oliver's face shrewdly. "Has she been de- 
cently brought up ? " he demanded. 
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" I think you will find no cause to complain 
in any way/' was the answer, 

" I should like to see her/* said Matthew, 
after a somewhat long silence. 

*^ Hadn't you better take time to think 
about it ? " Mr. Boothington suggested. 

"You know," cried Matthew, *'that I never 
buy a pig in a poke. But I should like to see 
her. I should like to shake hands with 
Donovon too. A decent fellow that. I shall 
be in London to-morrow morning, and I will 
make a point of calling in Davies Street." 

When he made the promise Matthew 
Boothington had formed no definite plan con- 
cerning the future of Eileen, but his brother, 
and especially his brother's wife, became 
afraid that he might do this very soon after 
Oliver's departure. Basil Boothington with 
his eight children, chiefly girls, found that his 
charity began and, for the most part, ended 
at home. But Matthew had no encumbrances, 
and his nature was more sympathetic. He 
could afford to indulge his whims, although 
Mr. and Mrs. Boothington considered that 
their own children ought to be his first con- 
sideration. 

Matthew had none but pleasant memories 
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of his sister, from whom he had parted before 
she met Despard This afternoon, after 
Oliver's departure, his thoughts flew back, and 
he remembered her a girl very much like his 
brother's eldest daughter. Matthew sat up 
late that night, discussing Eileen's future with 
the others, who suggested that she ought 
certainly to be able to earn her own livelihood. 
Mrs. Boothington, who thought her husband 
had made a tactical blunder, now suggested 
that he was the most suitable person to inspect 
Eileen, being himself the father of a family. 
But to this proposition Matthew distinctly 
objected. 

" Basil may please himself," he said, *'but I 
said I should go to see the girl, and I intend to 
keep my promise." 

" And what do you intend to say to this 
Mr. Donovon ? " asked Mrs. Boothington. 

" I can't tell until I have seen Eileen," was 
the answer. " But if she is anything like poor 
Maggie, you may be certain she shall be 
looked after." 



XV 



THE VISIT OF INSPECTION 

**Mr. Donovon/* said Miss Wendover on 
Wednesday morning, " I think I ought to 
give you a word of warning. Not that I 
imagine you'll pay much attention to it" 

" To every word you say," -answered Jack. 

*• I met that young man from Cox and 
Whiter's in Mount Street yesterday," she 
continued, '* and knowing him so well through 
making excuses about your account, I passed 
him the time of day. Cox and Whiter mean 
to cause you trouble, Mr. Donovon." 

" My dear friend," said Jack gloomily, ** I 
have enough of it already." 

'*We usually bring it on ourselves," she 
returned; "but I am sure I thought the days 
for locking anyone up for debt were oven" 

" Locking up, is it ? " cried Jack. " But it is 
only their blarney." 

" But can they imprison you for debt ? " 
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" I believe it can be done," answered Jack, 
"although I was never much of a lawyer. 
You understand, Miss Wendover, they summon 
you to the County Court, and you fail to put 
in an appearance." 

** Why don't you put in an appearance ?" she 
asked. 

" I never do it," cried Jack, with a careless 
wave of his right hand. *'Then," he continued, 
**the judge will make an order to pay by a 
certain date, and — ^and you don't." 

** Surely, that's very foolish." 

' And how can a man pay if he has not the 
money ? " demanded Jack. " But if you don't 
put in an appearance, I believe the judge can 
treat it as contempt of court." 

" Dear me ! " exclaimed Miss Wendover. 
*' What would he do next ? " 

*' He might commit you for six weeks to 
HoUoway Prison." 

" Well," she answered, " that's exactly what 
Cox and Whiter's young man said they were 
going to do to you." 

Jagk shook his head disdainfully. 

" They would never have the impudence to 
do such a thing," he insisted. 

" Did they summon you ? " she asked. 

M 



178 A MAN OF SENTIMENT 

** It is more than I can tell you/* was the 
answer. 

"But really, Mr. Donovon/' she cried, "you 
must know whether you have been summoned 
or not." 

"It is true that a summons was served upon 
me," he admitted ; "but I put the paper in the 
fire, which was the fate it deserved, and whether 
it came from Cox and Whiter or from someone 
else is more than I know. And what does it 
matter," he asked disconsolately, "when I 
don't possess a fiver in the world ? " 

Miss Wendover sighed as she looked into 
his melancholy, handsome face. 

"It seems to me you're just like a great 
baby," she said. " If you had ten shillings 
in your pocket and your meals regularly and 
no creditors to trouble you, you wouldn't have 
a care in the world." 

" It isn't the creditors that bother me," he 
answered ; and as he opened the door for 
her he added, " I am expecting a visitor this 
morning, if you will kindly ask Sarah to show 
him up at once. It is an uncle of Eileen's, 
you'll be surprised to hear." 

She was not surprised in the least, knowing 
Jack far too well to imagine that he had ever 
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taken the trouble to ascertain whether Eileen 
possessed any relations or not As for Eileen, 
when she received Oliver's letter containing 
a detailed account of his visit to Dunster 
House, she could do nothing but speculate 
concerning the fate in store for her. She put 
on her best frock directly after breakfast, 
realising the importance of a favourable first 
impression, and when the bell rang shortly 
after eleven o'clock she scarcely knew how to 
control herself. But she liked the appearance 
of Matthew Boothington from the moment 
he entered the room. 

He looked for an instant at Jack, then facing 
Eileen, stood regarding her in a somewhat 
embarrassing silence. 

" I will swear you're Maggie's child," he 
exclaimed at last. " My name is Matthew 
Boothington, and you may bet your boots 
I'm your uncle." 

**Mr. Boothington," cried Jack effusively, 
"I am delighted to see you, although I thought 
Eileen did not possess a relation in the wide 
world." 

"At present you've only my word," said 
Matthew. 

** And what more would a gentleman want .'*" 
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demanded Jack. " Would any man be claiming 
a niece who wasn't her uncle ? " 

"If you are satisfied, I am," was the answer. 
" If not, I can refer you to " 

"Not at all," cried Jack. "It is Eileen's 
mother's brother you are ** 

"You will find me a man of few words, 
Mr. Donovon," Matthew interrupted. 

" You're like myself in that." 

"Mr. Keene came to see me yesterday," 
said Matthew. 

"The brother of the young lady whom I 
hope to marry," Jack explained. " May I offer 
you a drink, Mr. Boothington ? " 

" I never drink, thank you." 

"It must be a vastly inconvenient habit," 
said Jack. 

" Mr. Keene," Matthew continued, " told me 
of your immense kindness and generosity to my 
niece, and I — I sincerely thank you." 

" It is not worth mentioning," cried Jack. 

" I am compelled to talk about myself,'* 
Matthew continued. '* I have been many 
years a widower. My two girls," he added, 
glancing rather wistfully at Eileen, "are 
dead." 

'* It's sorry I am to hear it, Mr. Boothington." 
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" I have been what the world calls a success- 
ful man." 

" Allow me to congratulate you ! " cried Jack, 
and Matthew looked at him a little impatiently. 

** In the nature of the case I must seem to 
act abruptly," he continued. " That cannot be 
avoided. My sister was a child of sixteen 
when I saw her last. I left England for 
Australia." 

*' A fine country," said Jack. 

" I have nothing to complain of. But," 
added Matthew, **to cut the matter short, 
though, as I have said, my proposal must 
necessarily seem abrupt, I am willing to relieve 
you of further responsibility. I am prepared 
to look upon Eileen as my own daughter, 
provided she is agreeable to the arrangement." 

** My dear friend," exclaimed Jack, '* Eileen 
will be delighted, and so will I." 

But Matthew obviously looked for some 
token of approval from Eileen herself. 

*'What do you say about it?" he asked, 
as she stood with one hand pressed against 
her bosom, her face flushed, her breath coming 
and going fast. " I fancy you have a reserva- 
tion," Matthew added gently, as she still 
remained silent 
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" But why should there be a reservation ? " 
demanded Jack. " Eileen is grateful for your 
offer," 

" We may as well let her speak for herself/* 
said Matthew, stepping closer to his niece. 
"Tell me exactly how you feel about it," he 
added 

" Of course, it is immensely kind of you," 
she answered. ** I cannot tell you how pleased 
I am to know that there is someone really 
belonging to me, only it — it seems a little 
sudden " 

" Eileen," said Jack impetuously, " it is 
nonsense youVe talking." 

" I have a busy time before me," Matthew 
interposed. *' I can't tell precisely where I 
may sleep any night this week. Still, I am 
not holding a pistol to your he^d, and insist- 
ing that you must accept or refuse my offer 
at the moment. I can make arrangements. 
At the same time, I am used to deciding 
quickly, and I should like you to accompany 
me 

"You — you don't mean to-day!" she mur- 
mured. 

" And why not, Eileen ? " cried Jack. 

She faced him with tears in her eyes. 
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'*You wish me to go to-day?" she asked 
reproachfully. 

" It is your own advantage I am seeking," 
he returned, **and of course you should go 
with your uncle when he chooses." 

"Well," she said, turning towards Matthew 
again, " I will come whenever you please," and 
then she quite broke down. 

" I will call for you at seven this evening," 
he answered. " I am staying at the Westmore- 
land Hotel. Seven sharp," he added. "And 
now I should like a word with Mr. Donovon." 

She walked to the door and left the room sob- 
bing. As she closed it behind her, Matthew's 
manner became more prompt and businesslike. 

" I think I understood from Mr. Keene;" he 
said, "that you have provided for Eileen the 
last three years." 

"It is true," answered Jack. 

" She must have been a source of great 
expense." 

" You will oblige me by not referring to it," 
cried Jack loftily. 

"I know the obligation can't be lessened," 
said Matthew, " but still ^" 

" Mr. Boothington ! " 

" You must allow me to " Matthew thrust 
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his right hand in his breast-pocket, and brought 
out a cheque-book. 

" I hope you would not be insulting me ! " 
said Jack. 

*' Not at all. But I should like to leave you 
a cheque, if you will. name your own sum." 

"Mr. Boothington," exclaimed Jack, draw- 
ing himself to his full height, "you will 
greatly oblige me by saying no more about 
the matter," and after a moment's hesitation 
Matthew replaced his cheque-book. Then, 
with immense cordiality, he shook Jack s hand, 
and took his hat. 



XVI 



GOOD-BYE 



When Eileen left Jack's sitting-room, Miss 
Wendover happened to be on the stairs, and 
noticing the girls tearful face, she tapped at 
her door a few minutes later. From the land- 
lady Eileen had never met with aught but 
kindness, and very few minutes now passed 
before Miss Wendover learned the position of 
affairs. 

"Then," she suggested, "you don't want to 
go to your new uncle ? " 

" Oh, yes," was the answer ; " I shall love to 
be with my own people, and he looks really 
nice. But I have not known him an hour, 
and he is- coming to take me away at seven 
this evening." 

"Why didn't you tell Mr. Donovon you 
would sooner wait a week or two ? " asked Miss 
Wendover. 

" He — ^he wants me to go," cried Eileen, 

i8S 
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raising her eyes rather pitifully. '* He has 
always seemed so kind to me, I thought he 
must like me, and yet he almost forced me to 
go. He is pleased to get rid of me." 

"Ah," said Miss Wendover, with a sigh, 
" Mr. Donovon requires a deal of under- 
standing, and I often think no one knows 
him as I do. There's always a great flutter- 
ing on the surface, but it never goes deep. 
He would risk his life for you one day, 
and forget your existence the next. This 
house isn't the place for a young lady like 
you, and besides Mr. Donovon is very short 
of money just now. And then, when he's 
married " 

" I hope he will be ! " murmured Eileen. 

" Things have come to that pass with him," 
Miss Wendover continued, "that there's no- 
thing else for him to do. And he mightn't be 
such a bad husband, as husbands go, to a 
woman who understood him." 

" And," said Eileen, " he is very, very fond 
of Camilla." 

"That wouldn't prevent him from being 
fond of someone else the next week," was 
the answer. " If Miss Keene throws him 
over, which would be the best thing for them 
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both in my opinion, he'll wash his hands of 
her just as he will of you." 

** How — how badly you seem to think of 
him ! " cried Eileen. 

Miss Wendover's comely face grew crimson. 

" No, my dear," she said, " I think he is 
just the noblest-hearted man I ever knew, and 
I have known many men during my life. But 
what would be the use of my saying his hair 
was fair when I can see it's dark? Mr. 
Donovon would do things for you that not 
one man of a thousand would dream of doing, 
and he'd think nothing of it And his faults, 
like everything else about him, are all on the 
surface. I have known him two years or 
more, I've seen him drunk and sober, but 
I've never heard a harsh word from him, 
or known him do an ungenerous thing. A 
sensible woman with a little experience could 
keep him in order, but the Lord help any 
ignorant girl who is foolish enough to marry 
him ! " 

On going downstairs again, Eileen found 
Jack with a glass of whisky and water in his 
hand. 

** It's a lucky girl you are, Eileen ! " he 
exclaimed, "and I am drinking your health 



1 88 A MAN OF SENTIMENT 

and happiness. You will have money and fine 
clothes and jewels " 

'* I would sooner know where I am going to 
live, Jack.*' 

" Didn't Mr. Boothington tell you he came 
from Australia ? " said Jack. 

"You — you don't imagine he is going back 
there ? " she cried. 

" It is a delightful country, you shall find," 
answered Jack complacently. 

" If I had dreamed he intended to take me 
to Australia," she said, "I would not have 
consented." 

** Eileen," he returned, *'you would go with 
your own uncle to the ends of the earth." 

*' But I have known him only an hour or so ! " 

"He has been your uncle all the time," Jack 
continued; '*and when I am married, where 
else shall there be to go ? " 

Eileen remained extremely thoughtful during 
luncheon, and putting on her hat directly the 
meal ended, she set forth to Norfolk Street, 
where she inquired for Mrs. Harrowby, only 
to hear that she was unwell and had not left 
her room that day. 

"Is Miss Keene at home?" asked Eileen, 
standing on the doorstep. 
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** Miss Keene has gone out with Mr. Keene 
and Mrs. Guthrie," was the answer. " I think 
I heard they were going to see some pictures." 

Being able to think of no other picture- 
gallery than Burlington House, where the 
Royal Academy exhibition had recently opened, 
Eileen took an omnibus to Piccadilly, but al- 
though she walked through every room, and 
did not allow her attention to be distracted to 
the walls, she saw nothing of Camilla or of 
Oliver. It was six o'clock when she returned 
to Davies Street, and then it became necessary 
to hasten over her packing. She was in the 
act of locking her trunk when the bell rang, 
and feeling that a new epoch in her life was 
beginning, Eileen went slowly downstairs. 

"All ready?" cried Matthew cheerfully, as 
she entered the sitting-room. 

" Quite," she replied, and then she faced Jack. 

** I — I shall see you sometimes," she sug- 
gested. 

" I will never forget you, Eileen." 

" But you will come to see me ? " she insisted. 

" Upon my word," said Matthew, "I scarcely 
know where you will find us. We sail for 
Sydney on Saturday week." 

For a few moments Eileen stood staring piti- 
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fully from one man's face to the other's. But 
fate seemed to have her in the toils. Jack had 
obviously turned her over to her uncle, and she 
had no alternative to following him whitherso- 
ever he went. 

**Jack," she faltered, with one hand on his 
sleeve, **when shall you see Camilla?" 

'^ To-morrow morning, Eileen. She will be 
pleased to hear of your good fortune." 

«« You — you will give her my love, Jack." 

*' I shall not omit it," he answered. 

"And you will tell her I am going to the 
Westmoreland Hotel." 

" But," said Matthew, " we leave to-morrow 
afternoon for Liverpool." 

'' You will tell Camilla that," she cried, with 
a sinking heart, **and you will explain that 
I shall be sailing for Sydney on Saturday 
week. You won't — you won't forget." Having 
been assured that nothing could be less likely, 
she placed both hands on his shoulders, and 
for the moment Eileen thought of nothing but 
the man's great goodness to her. " Good-bye, 
Jack," she murmured. 

"You must not be fretting, Eileen," he 
exclaimed pathetically. 

" Good-bye," she said again, and then feeling 
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lonely and helpless she accompanied Matthew 
downstairs, into a cab, and almost in silence 
to the hotel 

On arriving there, Eileen was taken to the 
room which he had already engaged for her, 
and shortly afterwards she met him again in 
the vestibule and went to dinner. Matthew 
rejoiced to see that she had recovered some- 
thing approaching self-possession, and an hour 
later he asked her to sit by his side in a quiet 
corner of the smoking-lounge, where he lighted 
a cigar. 

" You won't have much rest whilst we are in 
England," he said. " Liverpool to-morrow 
night, then Glasgow, then Hull, and most 
likely Bristol. But you'll find plenty of leisure 
on the voyage. Now," he continued, ** about 
your outfit. That must be the first job to- 
morrow morning. We will go to a decent 
shop and order all you want." 

** I wonder whether I may suggest some- 
thing," said Eileen. 

'' What is it ? " he asked. 

*' About my school at Margate. I was there 
three years, and I might be there to-day if 
Jack had been able to pay the fees." 

" How much is owing ? " he inquired. 
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" I only know there are five terms unpaid," 
she answered. 

" We might," said Matthew, after a moment's 
reflection, ''run down to-morrow morning." 

*' I thought," she cried aghast, "that we 
were to go to Liverpool to-morrow." 

"Plenty of time," he assured her; '*we can 
have an early breakfast, run down to pay your 
schoolmistress, and get back in time to catch a 
late train to Liverpool. Our trunks can go 
direct from here to Euston. In fact it is very 
likely we shall not return to London at all." 

" But," urged Eileen, '* how about the 
shopping to-morrow ? " 

"That won't take a quarter of an hour. 
I could buy the whole store in ten minutes. 
We can see to that on our way to the station. 
By-the-by," Matthew asked, after a short 
silence, *'who is Keene.^" 

" The brother of Jack's fiancie^' said Eileen. 

" Does that explain his interest in you ? " 

'* I stayed a fortnight with his sister," she 
answered. "So, of course, I — I saw a great 
deal of him. He is standing for Parliament," 
she added. 

" You don't feel sorry to leave him ? " asked 
Matthew rather bluntly. 
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** Oh, yes, I can't help feeling sorry to leave 
my friends," she returned, "especially without 
bidding them good-bye." 

" More sorry to leave Keene than his sister, 
for instance ? " he suggested. 

" You understand, I knew Mr. Keene first," 
said Eileen, and perceiving Matthew's drift, 
she forced herself to add, " He is going to 
marry Mrs. Guthrie. She is a great deal older, 
but she's very rich." 

" Ah, yes, I see," was the significant answer. 
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XVII 

IN THE BALANCE 

Whenever Mrs. Harrowby felt unwell, she 
grew nervous and low-spirited, and being a 
woman who seldom lost an opportunity, she 
asked Camilla to write to inform Laurence of 
her condition. Receiving the letter on Thurs- 
day morning, he (also determined that no 
opportunity should be wasted) arranged to pay 
an early visit to Norfolk Street 

Laurence, however, was not quite so early 
as Jack Donovon, who found a second excuse 
for breaking his banishment in the fact of 
Eileen's departure. On the present occasion 
there was nobody to attempt to dissuade 
Camilla from receiving him. 

"You don't deserve that I should take it," 
she exclaimed, as he stood with his right hand 
outstretched, whilst she looked tantalisingly 
up into his face, with her own hands behind 
her. 

194 
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'' I assure you it is not the greeting I desire/' 
Jack returned. 

" You are showing me how little you can be 
trusted ! " she said. 

" Ah, but it is your life you may trust me 
with, my darling ! * 

'' If you call me names/' said Camilla, " I 
shall go away at once." 

" 1 have brought you some news about 
Eileen," he answered. '* A lucky girl, Camilla, 
for it was little I could do for her, and when 
yoii are my dearest wife " 

''You have no right to assume that I shall 
ever be ypur wife, Jack ! " 

" Then I will be found a corpse," Jack con- 
tinued. ** Eileen's uncle has taken her away to 
adopt as his own daughter — a wealthy man *' 

" How do you know that ? " she asked, for 
it did not agree with Oliver's description. 

'* Didn't he offer me a cheque for thousands 
of pounds ? " demanded Jack, 

" Did— did you accept it ? " she cried hastily. 

" I begged Mr. Boothington not to insult 
me," he answered, throwing back his head. 

** That was like you," she exclaimed warmly. 

"But you are not like yourself, Camilla," 
he said. 
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" I seem to be two women," she returned. 
"One is pulled one way, one the other. I — 
I don't want to make a mistake, Jack." 

"A month ago you were not afraid of it," 
he urged. 

"It's no use pretending that things haven't 
made a difference," she continued. 

"In your love for me, Camilla?" he asked, 
lowering his voice, as he stepped closer. 

" I might love you ever so much and 
never marry you," she faltered. " But we 
were talking about Eileen. It all seems so 
sudden! I didn't imagine you would let her 
go so soon." 

"There wasn't much time to spare," he 
answered. " Mr. Boothington sails for Sydney 
on Saturday week." 

" Is Eileen going to Australia ? " she cried. 

" It is a beautiful country ! " 

" And never coming back to England ? " 

"Never as long as she lives," said Jack. 
" But we might visit her on our honeymoon, 
my darling." 

"Oh, how you harp on the one string!" 
she answered. 

" Indeed, it is the only music in the world," 
he exclaimed. 
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'* Was she willing to go ? " asked Camilla. 

** I never saw anyone more delighted/' 

"Ah, but if you like a thing yourself," she 
said, '* you always think everyone else must do 
the same. Where is she staying ? " 

" At the Westmoreland Hotel," he returned, 
"but she leaves for Liverpool to-night." 

"Oh, dear!" cried Camilla. "How every- 
body seems to be hurrying about ! " 

" Except your sweet self," he urged, " for it 
is a cruel suspense you are keeping me in." 

" Shall I end it now. Jack ? " 

"I'll be the happiest man in the wide world 
if you end it in my favour," he exclaimed. 

Camilla remained silent a moment, half- 
tempted, half-reluctant. Presendy she shook 
her head impulsively. 

"It's no use," she murmured ; "I — I can't 
make up my mind. It's too important a pro- 
cess to be hastened. As it is, you have taken 
my breath away." 

"And how is that?" 

"You seemed so fond of Eileen, yet al- 
though you have done so much for her, you 
could part with her almost at a moment's 
notice, and now she is nothing to you. I 
fancy that is characteristic. Jack. If I say I 
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will not marry you, you will forget my very 
existence in a week ! " 

Her half-meant words seemed to affect him 
deeply, and as she stood gazing into his face 
she felt almost heart-broken to see the man's 
eyes fill with tears. For a while he appeared 
to be unable to speak, but his silence weighed 
with Camilla more than the most eloquent 
speech could have done. 

^* Camilla," he answered, in a tone which 
carried conviction^ " my love for you shall end 
only with my life, and if you do not become 
my wife, then I will never marry any woman 
at all." Taking her hand, he added, ''My 
darling, I want you to take pity on me and fix 
the day when I may come for your decision." 

" To-day is Thursday," said Camilla. "If 
you like you may come on — well, come on 
Saturday, at four o'clock." 

He went away in better spirits, and on the 
doorstep he passed Laurence, who had come 
to inquire after his mother's health. As soon 
as this duty was accomplished, without much 
trace of anxiety on Mrs. Harrowby's account, 
Laurence looked abruptly into Camilla's face. 

'Ms the interlude ended ? " he asked rather 
dismally. 
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*^Oh, dear, no!" 

" I — I understood that you were not going 
to meet Donovon while it lasted ? " 

** He brought some rather important news," 
she answered. '' You recollect Eileen Despard ; 
well, Oliver has found her an uncle, and the 
uncle is taking her to Australia in a week or 
ten days' time." 

''So that the engineer is hoist with his own 
petard ! " 

"You mustn't imagine that Oliver really 
cares for Eileen," said Camilla quietly. 

"Then why did he take so much trouble 
about her?" asked Laurence. 

''Oh, well, her situation seemed a little 
pathetic. Perhaps you don't know that he 
starts for Rickhampton at two o'clock this 
afternoon ? " 

" Then there may be pathos in his situation 
also," said Laurence. " Does he know about 
Miss Despard ? " 

"He has no idea. Of course, he told me 
that her uncle was going to see her this morn- 
ing, but he didn't dream that she would leave 
Mr. Donovon so abruptly, still less that she 
would leave England." 

" I think you ought to lose no time in telling 
him," Laurence suggested. 
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" But why ? " 

'' A man ought to have his chance- 

" Of what ? " she demanded. 
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"Well, of ordering his own life. Oliver 
ought to be allowed the opportunity to see 
Miss Despard again." 

" How can he," she cried petulantly, *' if 
he leaves London at two o'clock to-day, and 
she sails for Sydney before he returns.^" 

"There is still plenty of time," Laurence 
insisted. 

" Besides," Camilla continued, " it is perhaps 
just as well. You know that Oliver has his 
own ends to serve. I am positive that he will 
marry Geraldine Guthrie." 

" A fellow-feeling ought to make you kind," 
said Laurence, with a smile. 

" A queer sort of kindness to place tempta- 
tion in his way," she returned, "and you are 
suggesting it is a temptation." 

" My opinion of the fellow is a bit higher 
than yours," said Laurence. 

" You imagine him weaker." 

'* I think he is capable of scoring off his 
own bat, that is all. But anyhow," Laurence 
continued, "you hold his fate in the hollow 
of your hand — ^and time presses. I want you 
to let me go to tell him at once." 
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" Suppose I refuse ! " 

*' I shall hold my tongue as far as Oliver 
is concerned, but I shall swear to myself." 

^* And at me ? " she cried. 

" I may leave that to him," was the answer. 
"If he cares for the girl he will never forgive 
you." 

"But I am certain he doesn't care for her 
— in any serious way. Eileen is pretty and 
charming, and a little unsophisticated, and 
Oliver has amused himself, that is all." 

"Then where is the harm in candour.^" 
demanded Laurence. "Anyhow," he added, 
" I think you must let me tell him." 

" Oh, of course, you must do as you please," 
said Camilla, and without the loss of a moment 
he set forth, reaching Granville Chambers only 
a few minutes after leaving Norfolk Street. 

He found Oliver in the act of locking a port- 
manteau ; about the room Laurence perceived 
other signs of his imminent departure with 
Mrs. Guthrie for Rickhampton. 

" I have just seen Camilla ! " cried Laurence, 
as Oliver turned to face him. 

" Anything the matter ? " he asked calmly. 

" Donovon left her the moment before I 
arrived." 
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** You don't mean to say she has made it up 
with the fellow ! " exclaimed Oliver. 

*• He brought news of Miss Despard. It 
appears she has gone away with a newly 
discovered uncle " 

" Gone already ! " said Oliver, with a startled 
expression. 

**What is more," answered Laurence, **she 
is sailing with him " 

" Good Lord ! " cried Oliver, as he recollected 
his conversation with Miss Boothington at 
Dunster House, "he is never taking her to 
Australia ! " 

"Then you know something about it?" 
Laurence suggested. 

Oliver looked pale and anxious. 

'' I knew that Boothington had come from 
Australia," he answered; "I had no idea he 
was returning. When does he sail ? " 

**On Saturday week," said Laurence. "I 
thought you might like to know. Boothington 
is staying at the Westmoreland, but I believe 
he leaves there this afternoon for Liverpool. 
By-the-by," he added, "you are just off to 
Rickhampton ? " 

Oliver looked at his watch, and saw that 
it was nearly one o'clock. He had arranged 
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to meet Geraldine at the railway station, and 
in about half an hour he ought to set forth. 
Seizing his hat from the table, without a word 
to Laurence, he left the room, ran downstairs, 
and finding a hansom in Orchard Street, sprang 
into it whilst it was still in motion, shouting 
Mrs. Guthrie's address to the cabman. As he 
drew near Knightsbridge he j^gan to realise 
the embarrassment of his task, but at the 
moment he could think of little but the object 
he had in view. This was the urgent necessity 
of seeing Eileen, of speaking to her again, 
before she left England and disappeared out 
of his life. 

Geraldine's door stood open, and in the hall 
he saw several trunks, awaiting the arrival of 
her carriage and the railway omnibus. She 
came forth from the dining-room to receive 
him, a bright smile of greeting on her face, 
her right hand outstretched. 

•'How delightful of you to come to take 
me to the station ! " she cried, but her 
face grew grave as she observed his more 
closely. 

'' I am afraid," he answered, '* I shall not be 
able to go to Rickhampton to-day." 

''Come into the dining-room," she said 
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quietly, leading the way. The table was laid 
for luncheon, which she had finished as his cab 
was driven to the door. ** Now," she added, 
as he closed the door, ''what has been 
happening ? " 

** Oh, nothing — nothing of any importance," 
he stammered. 

" But surely it is a poor compliment to me — 
to put me off for an unimportant reason ! " 

*' I told you about my intention to go to 
Starborough," said Oliver. 

" Well } " 

•* Eileen's uncle has taken her away from 
Davies Street." 

"Isn't that precisely what you wished.**" 
asked Geraldine. 

" Yes, but he is to take her to Australia on 
Saturday week." 

" I understood," she said in a tone of great 
constraint, ''that your only desire was to see 
her well looked after." 

** To see her — yes," he answered. " But she 
is leaving London in a few hours. If I don't 
meet her to-day, I shall have no other 
opportunity." 

" But you know that all my arrangements 
are made " 
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"My own seem to be completely upset!" 
he exclaimed. 

" Let me quite understand what your inten- 
tions actually are/' said Geraldine quietly. 

" I can follow you in a few days," cried 
Oliver, looking at his watch. " But," he con- 
tinued hastily, "I know nothing about Matthew 
Boothington. I made inquiries concerning his 
brother, but this man did not enter into my 
calculations in the first place. Of course, I 
knew it was he who intended to go to see 
Eileen, but I never dreamed that she would 
go off with him at a minute's notice in this way. 
I — I feel bound to see her," he said, "but if 
you will allow me to follow you, I might come 
on — on Saturday." 

Although she felt sore at his determination 
to see Eileen at all costs, it proved a certain 
consolation to know that he had no intention 
to hinder her voyage. He appeared to take 
her emigration absolutely for granted, and at 
all events the girl would pass out of his life in 
a few days' time. 

"If you don't go to day, neither shall I," 
she said. " I think you understand that I was 
only going for your sake." 

** It is immensely kind of you," he answered, 
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in a perfunctory manner. **You won't mind 
my rushing away/' he added, and hastening 
from the house, he re-entered his hansom as 
the railway omnibus reached Geraldine's doon 
On reaching the hotel,. Oliver heard that 
Matthew had started early that morning for 
Margate, and that his intention was to return 
to London in time to catch a Liverpool train 
that evening. Oliver's first impulse was to 
lose no time in reaching Liverpool, until 
Camilla tried to alter his plans. She was 
beginning to think that she had taken, perhaps, 
too much for granted in her brother, who 
assuredly displayed more interest in Eileen 
than she had anticipated. 

"If you go to Liverpool," she suggested, 
" you won't know where to look for her." 

" I shall try every hotel in the place," he 
answered, "until I find her." 

Camilla looked scrutinisingly into his face. 

" What then ? " she demanded. 

Shrugging his shoulders, Oliver turned to 
stare out at one of the windows. 

**Are you taking all this trouble merely to 
say good-bye ? " she insisted. 

" Heaven knows it is the last thing in the 
^orld I wish to say ! " he muttered. 
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*'What about Geraldine?" said Camilla. 
"She couldn't have been precisely gratified 
at being put off at the latest moment." 

" I don't think she was," he answered. " But 
I can't help that. She has postponed her 
journey." 

*• Until when ? " 

" I promised to accompany her on Saturday. 
Of course/' he added, ''when I did that I 
counted on finding Eileen at the hotel this 
afternoon." 

V Do you intend to put Geraldine off again ? " 

•'God only knows what I shall do!" he 
exclaimed. 

" But still you have still the — the wish to go 
to Rickhampton ultimately ? " 

He stood gnawing his under-lip, but he did 
not answer for what seemed a long time. 

** Yes, I — I suppose so," he said. 

** Then take my advice," cried Camilla, " and 
don't go to Liverpool to-night" 

** Why not ? " he demanded. 

"Oh, well, for one reason, it seems very 
likely that Eileen will write to me. She 
couldn't have had much time since she left 
Jack. But I feel sure she will write. I may 
hear to-morrow morning ; then we shall know 
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where she is to be founds and there will be no 
further difficulty." 

In the end Oliver agreed to stay in London 
until the next morning, when he arranged to 
come to Norfolk Street early after breakfast 
Camilla greeted him with an open letter in her 
hand, and taking it eagerly, he felt too deeply 
engrossed by his own affairs to notice his 
sister's pale cheeks and underscored eyes. 

Sitting down, Oliver read as follows — 

*' Dane LodgCy Margate. 

" My dearest Camilla, 

*' I am waiting here at my old school 
until it is time to catch the train back to 
London, whilst Uncle Matthew (how odd it all 
seems!) is exploring the town. He is the 
most restless man you can imagine. He 
insisted on paying Miss Stainton all that was 
owing, and in her jubilation she has provided 
me with luncheon, a quire of notepaper, and 
two new nibs — the same scratchy kind that 
we always had to write with. 

"We shall reach Victoria to-night just in 
time to drive to Huston for the Liverpool 
train, but I do not suppose we shall stay 
long there or anywhere. Uncle Matthew 
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seems to have a great deal to do with ships, 
and we are going to Glasgow, Hull, and 
Bristol. We sail from Southampton on Satur- 
day week, but we are sure to sleep at the 
Westmoreland Hotel the previous night. The 
boat train leaves Waterloo at 1.45 on Saturday. 

'Mt was an immense shock to learn that I 
was to leave England for ever, but I seem 
to have no choice. Nobody could be kinder 
than my uncle, although, from what he hints, 
I fancy the other Boothingtons are annoyed 
at his having anything to do with me. I 
cannot tell you what time we shall reach 
London next Friday, but we are certain to 
come, and I do hope you will be able to see 
me. With love to Mrs. Harrowby, and ever 
so much to yourself, 

** Believe me, dearest Camilla, 
" Yours very sincerely, 

" Eileen. 

''P.S. — Was it not kind of Mr. Keene to 
take all that trouble about me ? " 

'' Sp, you see," said Camilla, as he finished 

the second reading, '' Eileen will be in London 

to-day week. There is really no need to travel 

half over England after her. Your wisest 
o 
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course will be to go to Rickhampton to-morrow 
as you arranged, and to run up for a few hours 
next Friday." 

Oliver went away without enlightening 
Camilla regarding his intentions, but he felt 
compelled to treat Geraldine more frankly. 
He found her at home, and explained the 
contents of Eileen's letter. 

" I still feel a certain amount of anxiety," he 
said, rather awkwardly. 

** About Miss Despard?" asked Geraldine. 

"Well, yes, about her and Matthew Booth- 
ington. I want to learn a little more concerning 
him." 

"But," she suggested, "whatever you may 
learn you can scarcely think of taking the girl 
away from him, even if she were willing to 
leave," 

" At all events," Oliver continued, ** I want 
you to excuse my going to Rickhampton until 
after Saturday week." 

"To tell you the truth," cried Geraldine, 
" since the journey has been postponed I have 
begun to lose interest in it." 

" You must think I have treated you rather 
shabbily," Oliver exclaimed. 

"A little, perhaps," she admitted. "You 
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know, I am not accustomed to this kind of 
thing. But, of course, if you really wish to 
go to Rickhampton on Monday week " 

" Why not ? " he cried hastily. 

" It is for you to decide ! " 

" Then on Monday week," he said. " Shall 
it be the same train ? " 

'* Frankly," she answered, meeting his eyes, 
'* I don't want you to put me off again." 

" I can't conceive any reason " 

" But if you are not satisfied about Mr. 
Boothington ! " 

Oliver looked somewhat embarrassed. 

" I think I shall be able to leave on Monday 
week," he said. ^ 

"Very well," she returned, "then I shall 
arrange to travel by the two o'clock train." 



XVIII 

CAMILLA MAKES UP HER MIND 

When Mrs. Harrowby, who left her room on 
Friday, heard that Jack was to receive his 
answer on the following day, she repeated 
every argument which she had already used 
to influence Camilla. 

*' Take my advice," she urged ; " don't 
allow the man to enter the house again. 
Send him a letter; it is so much easier to 
write." 

" You assume that I don't wish to see him," 
said Camilla. 

" I assume you have not entirely lost your 
senses, my dear." 

"And yet you know me so well/* cried 
Camilla cheerfully. 

"Surely," Mrs. Harrowby continued, "you 
must be able to see that the day you marry 
* Mr. Donovon must be the worst of your 
life." 
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"Either the worst or the best/' was the 
answer. 

Dissatisfied with the result of her own 
efforts, Mrs. Harrowby sent for Oliver on 
Saturday morning, but when he arrived she 
was struck by the alteration in his own 
appearance. 

" Aren't you well ? " she asked. 

" Oh, I am all right," he answered. 

" You certainly don't look all right," she in- 
sisted. ** You look to me as if you are losing 
flesh, and I'm sure I don't wonder at it. You 
ought to take a tonic. But," she added, *' did 
you know that Camilla had promised to give 
Mr. Donovon his final answer to-day ? " 

" Good Lord, no ! " he answered. " She did 
not tell me a word about it." 

" Anyhow," said Mrs. Harrowby, " he is to 
come at four o'clock this afternoon, and I feel 
more than half afraid that she means to re- 
instate him." 

It required an effort to fix his mind upon 
Camilla's affairs just now, but he perceived the 
necessity of making it For the first time in 
his life he had lain awake all night, and he 
could not shake off the sensation that he stood 
on the brink of a tremendous loss. Although 
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he was within reach of the object of his am- 
bition, his outlook seemed inexpressibly dreary. 
Yet he could scarcely be said to waver, since 
he looked forward to his journey to Rickhamp- 
ton as certainly as to his farewell to Eileen. 

Camilla remarked a difference in his tone 
this Saturday morning. He seemedf distinctly 
more sympathetic, and whilst he urged her as 
strongly as ever to be wise in time, she per- 
ceived that he would regard her more in 
sorrow than in anger if she proved foolish. 

"You are asking me to give up all I hold 
the dearest in the world,*' she answered ; " and 
you don't know what that signifies." 

*' I am not sure/' he murmured. " But, after 
all, you lived a few years before you knew 
Donovon ! " 

** I seem only to have lived since," she said. 
*'Are you," she asked, **able to find consola- 
tion from that kind of argument ? " 

"How do you know I need consolation?" 
he retorted. 

** I don't know, dear, but," she said, *' I am 
beginning to wonder." 

*' Still," he continued, " you have not finally 
decided to marry the man ? " 

Until the present moment, perhaps, she had 
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not absolutely made up her mind ; at all events 
she had scarcely admitted the fact even to her- 
self. But now she raised her eyes to Oliver s 
face and rested a hand on his sleeve, 

"You must leave me to go my own way," 
she answered. 

"For Gods sake, don't make a mistake/' 
he urged. " I am afraid you are going to 
make one." 

" I think I shall risk it," she exclaimed. 

He went away in great anxiety, but with the 
conviction that it lay beyond his power to 
interfere, and perhaps he was better able to 
understand than he had ever been before. 
Still, he tried to hope that Mrs. Harrowby 
might be able to influence her at the latest 
moment, but Camilla declined to listen to 
another word. 

" I have quite decided," she cried, ** and 
nothing you can say will make the slightest 
difference. I refuse to listen to another 
syllable. When Jack comes at four o'clock, 
I shall say I will marry him." 

*' Surely you will never keep to the original 
date ? " said Mrs. Harrowby. 

"I don't see the least reason to alter it," 
answered Camilla. 
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She became impatient for the rest of the 
morning to pass, and felt thankful to hear the 
gong for luncheon. When she rose from the 
meal, she realised that Jack would be with her 
in less than two hours, and at three o'clock 
Camilla went upstairs to prepare for the 
interview. 

At a quarter to four, looking her brightest 
and best, although she did not feel entirely free 
from anxiety, she re-entered the drawing-room. 

" Well," said Mrs. Harrowby, rising with a 
sigh, " I suppose you wish me to go ! " 

'' You may as well wait until Jack arrives,'' 
answered Camilla happily. 

"What time did you name.^" asked Mrs. 
Harrowby. 

'* Four o'clock," was the answer, and, sitting 
down, Camilla watched the clock. 

** I wonder he is not here to the minute," 
suggested Mrs. Harrowby, a few seconds after 
it had struck the hour. 

'* Very likely your clock is a little too fast," 
said Camilla. 

Walking to the window, she stood looking 
out at it until, a quarter of an hour later, she 
turned impatiendy away, throwing herself into 
a chair again. 
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" I wonder whether he will come at all 
to-day!" murmured Mrs. Harrowby. 

"Of course — he is certain to come!" said 
Camilla. 

" Then why isn't he punctual ? " 

** He — he may have been detained" 

** By something- rather important, one would 
suppose," Mrs. Harrowby suggested. 

"Oh, please try to be nice to me!" cried 
Camilla wistfully. 

As the minutes passed still without any sign 
of Jack, she grew more and more anxious. 
Surely, as Mrs. Harrowby had so unpleasantly 
suggested, it must be something of extreme 
importance which could keep him away 
from her to-day — something dreadful, perhaps. 
Five o'clock struck, but still he did not 
come, and Camilla now began to walk rest- 
lessly about the room. Already the struggle 
she had endured before making up her mind 
had told upon her nerves, and the present 
additional anxiety seemed to put her beside 
herself. 

At six o'clock she sat down again and wrote 
a hurried letter to Oliver, imploring him to 
come to her. But for the new sympathetic 
quality in his manner that day, Camilla would 
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not perhaps have appealed to him, but she 
could not rest any longer without an effort of 
some kind. She sent the note by a servant in 
a hansom, and then tried to await her brother s 
arrival patiently. It was almost seven o'clock 
when Oliver arrived, and Camilla ran eagerly 
to meet him. 

" Jack has not come ! " she exclaimed, taking 
his hands. 

" My dear girl, you can't expect me to regret 
his abstention," said Oliver. 

" But he promised to be here punctually at 
four " 

** Perhaps he has thought better of it ! " 

'* Oh, you know that he wouldn't have stayed 
away for a trifle," she insisted. " I feel afraid 
that something awful has occurred." 

" Anyhow," said Oliver, '* it's difficult to see 
what I can do." 

" You can go to Davies Street " 

** No, I can't do that," he answered firmly. 

''Please go," she entreated. "What harm 
can it do ? " 

"No, no ! " he cried. 

" Very well," she answered. " I can't endure 
this suspense — I shall go out of my mind. I 
will go myself." 
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'* Go to Davies Street ? " 

'* At once," she said 

" Nonsense ! " he exclaimed ; " you mustn't 
dream of going." 

" It isn't nonsense," she answered agitatedly. 
'* I declare I will start at once, unless you go 
instead." 

He perceived that she meant what she said, 
and he knew Camilla well enough to feel con- 
fident she would carry out her threat 

**But what should I say to the fellow if I 
saw him?" he demanded, and she saw that he 
was beginning to relent 

'* You won't see him," said Camilla. 

" I can't very well ask why he didn't come 
to you, you know." 

'•There is not the slightest chance of your 
seeing him," she insisted. "If he were at 
home and well, nothing would have kept him 
away. I must know what has happened. If 
you don't start at once, I shall go myself," 
she cried. 

This he could not permit on any account, 
and after a little hesitation and with a great 
deal of reluctance, Oliver set forth to Davies 
Street. By the way he wondered what to say 
to Jack if he saw him, since it seemed impos- 
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sible to ask simply why he had not come to 
Norfolk Street to receive his pardon. But 
Oliver troubled himself quite unnecessarily. 
As he approached the house he was espied by 
Miss Wendover from her sitting-room window, 
and she opened the door herself. Since the 
increase of her income she carried herself with 
an air of greater importance, and she had 
discarded her apron altogether. She greeted 
Oliver, whom she recognised as Camilla's 
brother, with an agreeable smile. 

"Is Mr. Donovon at home ? " he asked, 
standing on the doorstep. 

" Mr. Donovon has met with a little misfor- 
tune,*' she answered, **i( misfortune it can be 
called." 

" Nothing serious, I hope ! " 

"That depends just how you look at it," 
said Miss Wendover. 

'* He was expected at Norfolk Street at four 
o'clock," remarked Oliver, scarcely knowing 
what to say. 

"And," she returned, "Mr. Donovon left 
home at half-past three." 

" He had not arrived by the time I started ! " 

"And an excellent reason," she answered. 
"He hadn't been gone five minutes before he 
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came back again with a person they call a 
sheriffs officer." 

"I begin to understand, ""said Oliver, with a 
smile. 

** So does Mr. Donovon," cried Miss Wend- 
over, almost smiling in response. "He brought 
the sheriff's officer here to show me, and 
he begged and implored me to pay the money 
so that he need not go to HoUoway Prison. 
But," she added, "that's where Mr. Donovon 
will sleep to-night, and to-morrow as well, it 
being Sunday." 

"In fact," suggested Oliver, " I suppose 
there is a probability that he will spend the 
next few weeks there ! " 

**No," was the answer; "on Monday morning 
I shall take steps to set the poor man free." 

Oliver left Davies Street with the distinct 
impression that Miss Wendover took more 
than a platonic interest in her lodger, and he 
began to feel something like sympathy for 
Camilla. He knew that she had wavered, and 
he hoped and believed that this fresh difficulty 
might suffice to turn the scale finally against 
Donovon and in favour of common sense. He 
perceived that what Camilla had shrunk from 
was less any moral shortcoming of Jack s than 
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the meanness and disreputableness of somevof 
his associations. It was past Mrs. Harrowby's 
dinner hour when he returned to Norfolk Street, 
but to-night Mrs. Harrowby was dining alone. 
He found Camilla eagerly awaiting him, and in 
as few words as possible he related all that he 
had heard from Miss Wendover. He explained 
that Jack had been arrested for contempt of 
court, or virtually for debt; that he was at 
present in Hollo way Gaol, where he was likely 
to remain until his landlady came to his aid on 
Monday morning. 

Camilla listened without a word; she did 
not ask a single question, but her face grew 
ashen, and when Oliver ended, she stood close 
to him, struggling against the tears which 
threatened to overwhelm her. Suddenly she 
put up her face, and Oliver kissed it, where- 
upon she went upstairs and locked herself in 
her own room. 

On his way out of the house he tapped at 
the dining-room door and spoke to Mrs. 
Harrowby. 

He told her what had happened, but sug- 
gested that Camilla should be left to herself. 

** She is awfully cut up," he said, ** and I don't 
think she will need any more persuasion to 
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throw Donovon over. If I were you, I would 
just drop the subject" — advice which rather 
offended Mrs, Harrowby. 

" I am sure I should never think of intruding 
where I am not wanted," she answered. 



XIX 



A PARTING 



The night of Jack's incarceration was passed 
by Eileen at Oban. Matthew, hearing that 
she had not been to Scotland before, insisted 
that she should have a glimpse of the High- 
lands, but a wet Sunday at the hotel at Oban 
caused him to regret the proposal. 

''Now, I should like to know what you're 
thinking about," he said, breaking a long 
silence on Sunday evening. They were al- 
most the only guests at the hotel, and she 
had gone to sit with him in the smoking-room. 

'' I wasn't thinking at all," she answered. 

" Well, whatever you call that kind of thing?" 
he persisted. 

'* Idle dreams," she cried, with a smile. 

'* Does that mean that you don't want to 
tell me ? " 

"Oh, well," she returned, **I was wondering 
about ever so many things — whether Camilla 
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had reinstated Jack, and whether she would 
come to see me when we go to London, or I 
should call in Norfolk Street." 

"So your dreams were limited to Miss 
Keene?" asked Matthew. 

" Just then," she said, with a blush. 

** They didn't include Miss Keene s brother 
by any chance ? " 

" Oh, well," she answered, " I was speculat- 
ing whether they would come together. But 
then Mr. Keene must be at Rickhampton." 

" Ah ! " he ejaculated, and then he smoked 
in silence for some time. During their recent 
sojourn together, it was natural that a consider- 
able intimacy should spring up between them, 
and if Eileen had not told him every secret 
she possessed, she had afforded him a clue. 

** Now," he continued, " tell me. Are you 
glad or sorry to leave England ? " 

" Isn't it possible to feel both at once ? " she 
asked. ** I feel glad for some reasons, sorry 
for others." 

" On the whole," he suggested, ** I fancy you 
would sooner stay where you are." 

" No," she said thoughtfully, "I am not 

quite sure that I would. I rather look forward 

to beginning a new life " 

p 
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Matthew leaned back in his chair and laughed 
a little grimly. 

•* There's a suggestion of tragedy there," he 
cried, ''and I imagine Mr. Keene was the 
hero." 

'' If it had not been for him," she answered 
gravely, " I shouldn't be here with you." 

'' I ought to thank him for that," said 
Matthew ; " but then I fancy the mercy will 
be shortlived." 

Eileen glanced up inquiringly into his face. 

** There are odds on your marrying before 
you have been six months in Sydney," he said. 

•*I shall never marry," she exclaimed, with 
intense conviction. 

" My dear child," said Matthew, " I shall 
not attempt to persuade you, though probably 
other men will. But," he added, " I am going 
to make an unwelcome proposal." 

" What is it ? " she asked. 

*'You remember that we are to sail next 
Saturday " 

** Yes," said Eileen. 

'' I think we should be judicious to avoid 
London and make our way direct to South- 
ampton." 

** From where ? " she cried. 
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^•That is more than I can tell you. The 
truth is, I have crowded too much work into 
the last week. I could find enough for another 
fortnight " 

**You might postpone our sailing/' she 
suggested, rather eagerly. 

"No, no, that's quite impossible," he said. 
" But I can't say where we shall be on Thurs- 
day and Friday. All I know is that we must 
be at Southampton on Saturday morning, and 
I propose to skip London." 

" I shall be immensely disappointed," Eileen 
murmured. 

**Yes, I know, but on the whole I think 
it will be better for you. You must understand 
that I am not quite blind. If Keene had not 
been interested in you he would scarcely have 
come to Starborough. On the other hand, he 
is going to marry this Mrs. Guthrie, you tell 



me." 



** I don't think there's any doubt that he will 
marry her," Eileen admitted. 

" Yet you wish to go to London only on the 
off-chance of saying good-bye to the fellow," 
suggested Matthew. " Now," he asked, " what 
earthly good can it do ? " 

** Can it do any harm ? " she faltered. 
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" Farewells are apt to be emotional," Matthew 
answered. ** I don't want you to be upset 
Nothing can result but mischief. Even if you 
had a lingering expectation that Keene might 
change his mind, there wouldn't be time to 
accomplish anything, so that on the whole we 
will skip London. You must understand," he 
continued, " that your fate doesn't turn on your 
departure." 

" Oh, I — I never imagined that," she said. 

"It depends on Keene's character. If he 
had wished to marry you there was nothing 
to hinder him. But he prefers an easy road 
to fame and fortune. You mustn't mind my 
speaking plainly," he said as she rose; "the 
fact is, I saw you had been bothering yourself," 

In her bedroom that evening Eileen sat 
a long time pondering Matthew's words, and 
she could not deny their truthfulness. Yes, 
if Oliver had wished to marry her there could 
be nothing to prevent him, but he preferred 
to marry Mrs. Guthrie, although it proved a 
sorry kind of solace to believe that he had not 
a spark of love for her. He was, as Matthew 
said, the arbiter of her fate, which depended 
solely on Oliver's character. But then Eileen 
knew that her fate had been decided some time 
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ago, and she tried to turn her thoughts to 
Camilla. 

That Sunday had been the unhappiest of 
Camilla's life, and although Mrs. Harrowby 
acted on the hint given by Oliver, she succeeded 
in causing Camilla to feel as if she had com- 
mitted some heinous offence. Mrs. Harrowby 
not only refrained from mentioning Jack's 
name, but she scarcely spoke at all. 

Camilla lay awake late on Sunday night, but 
at about three o'clock on Monday afternoon 
a servant came to her room to say that Mr. 
Donovon was downstairs. 

" Tell Mr. Donovon that I will be with him 
in a few minutes," said Camilla, and she 
lingered about her room still St while before 
she could find courage to face Jack. Then 
she went slowly downstairs, and as she touched 
the handle of the drawing-room door. Jack, 
listening for her approach, flung it open with a 
dramatic air. 

He appeared to be in excellent spirits, and 
he looked as gorgeous as ever. He had gone 
direct, with only one stoppage, from HoUoway 
to Davies Street, where, however, he had not 
seen Miss Wendover. Having changed his 
clothes, he set forth immediately to Norfolk 
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Street, and now he held out his arms as if 
he expected that Camilla would rush into 
them. 

''Camilla, darling/' he exclaimed, "I owe 
you ten thousand apologies." 

** I — I think you do," she answered, stopping 
abruptly just within the door. 

" You will forgive me for disappointing you 
on Saturday afternoon," he said. 

" I suppose you were scarcely a free agent." 

"It is true that I was not," he returned. 
"And it is a way no gentleman ought to be 
treated." 

'* Was it a first experience ? " she asked. 

"The very first," he said, "and it shall be 
the last. Not a wink of sleep have I had 
for two nights for thinking of my darling ; but 
now," he added, drawing nearer, "you shall 
make me the happiest man in the world." 

It was not possible for him to start on any 
enterprise despondently, and however trouble- 
some his misgivings may haye been during the 
interregnum, he had left Davies Street with 
something approaching perfect confidence. 

Camilla was now about to ruin it, and she 
tried hard to show a calm exterior. It was 
an emotional moment for her, however, and. 
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struggle as she might, it became impossible to 
maintain anything like equanimity. 

'' I am not going to marry you, Jack," she 
said, looking into his face. 

" And why do you say that ? " he demanded. 

*' I — I mean it,'* she answered. 

" But why do you mean it, my darling ? " 

''There is nothing to be gained by going 
into my reasons," she said. ** I have quite 
decided now, and that is all." 

'' Is it because of the little mishap I met with 
on Saturday ? " he asked dolefully. 

** Perhaps that proved to be the last straw," 
she admitted. 

** And if I had come at four o'clock would 
you have given me a different answer, Camilla?" 

« Yes, Jack." 

" But what have I done since yesterday to 
forfeit your precious love ? " he demanded. 

She hesitated a moment * * You — ^you haven't 
forfeited it," she returned. 

" Ah, then, you shall be my wife after all ! " 

**No," she answered, with suitable firmness; 
'* nothing will ever induce me to marry you 
now. I don't feel I could live the life, and 
I have thought about it until I am half beside 
myself." 
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" But, my dearest," he urged, *' I am the 
same man that I was on Saturday " 

"That is just it," she cried. "You have 
been the same throughout, but I have only 
learned to know you little by little." 

'•Camilla," he said, with a great deal of 
feeling, *'I wouldn't have believed you were 
the woman to strike a man when he was down ! " 

"You know I wouldn't make things worse 
for you, Jack," she murmured, '*and I don't — 
I don't pretend to be consistent" 

" Indeed you are not, my love ! " 

"How did you obtain your freedom ? " she 
asked suddenly. 

" My friend. Miss Wendover " 

" Your landlady ? " 

"It is a friend in need she proved herself," 
he continued. " She is a charming woman, 
Camilla, with five hundred pounds a year of 
her own. I know I am a poor devil of a 
fellow, my darling," said Jack, with tears in his 
eyes, "and I told you the truth at first. But 
I love you, and it's happy you shall be as my 
own wife." 

" I am afraid I should be wretched. Jack ! " 

"And what will I be without you.*^" he 
whispered pathetically. 
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'*You will forget my existence in a week," 
she cried. 

"Then why did you promise to marry 
me?" 

" Because — because I loved you," she an- 
swered, "and I blinded myself." 

" And what have I done to open your eyes, 
Camilla ? " 

"Anyhow, they are open," she insisted. " So 
many things seem to have happened. There 
was the hateful way you obtained the ring, 
there was the story of Rutherford Grey, and 
now you have been arrested for debt " 

" For contempt of court, it was," said Jack. 
"And any gentleman might meet with the 
same misfortune." 

" You implored your landlady to lend you 
money," Camilla continued. " It is she who 
has helped you out of prison. Oh," she cried, 
" my heart sickens at it ! " 

"And mine is completely broken," he 
declared. "As long as I may live TU never 
hold up my head again. But its true," he 
cried, " that I will forget you in a week, for my 
brains will be scattered on the floor." 

Camilla shook her head. " I don't think so. 
Jack." 
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'*And why do you disbelieve my word?" 
he demanded, drawing himself erect 

" I don't suppose you even possess a re- 
volver," she retorted. 

" A revolver is to be bought," he exclaimed. 
- " You told me there was one by your side," 
said Camilla reproachfully. 

" A figure of speech ! " he admitted ** I am 
not a man to be tied down to every word he 
utters in the generosity of his feelings. But 
I love you, Camilla, I love you, and I would 
carry you away by myself, and roam the world 
with you alone, and we would both bless the 
day you became my own." 

Again she shook her head ; very sadly, yet 
without any sign of relenting, she held forth 
her right hand. 

*' Good-bye, Jack ! " she faltered. 

** Indeed it is a long good-bye," he an- 
swered. 

"Yes, a — a long good-bye," she echoed. 
'' God bless you I" she added ; and after gazing 
at her for a few moments in perfect silence. 
Jack heaved a portentous sigh and went away. 
On reaching Davies Street, but not without 
paying a visit to his club by the way, he heard 
from Sarah that Miss Wendover had returned. 
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Tapping at her door, he was told to enter her 
private sitting-room. 

** My dear friend," he exclaimed, '* I don't 
know how to thank you. It is my liberty I 
am owing you, and what is there more precious 
in the wide world ? " 

"As long as you don't abuse it, Mr. Dono- 
von," she answered. 

*' Miss Wendover," he said, " I have learnt 
a lesson from my adversity." 

**Ah!" she cried, "some people can easily 
forget their lessons." 

" rU never forget your kindness," he insisted. 
" It is a true woman you are, and youVe shown 
it in the hour of my bitter disappointment" 

" So Miss Keene has declined to have any 
more to do with you ? " asked Miss Wendover 
a little eagerly. 

" It is the truth," said Jack, staring at the 
carpet, "and I am an unhappy man this 
day." 

" It won't take you long to get over it," she 
suggested. "And as for Miss Keene, I told 
you she didn't care a straw." 

"And what you say is always right," he 
answered. " And now," Jack continued, " I 
will never think of leaving your rooms." 



236 A MAN OF SENTIMENT 

** Indeed, you will have to leave them before 
long/' she said. 

'* How is that? " asked Jack. 

" You see, Mr. Donovon," she explained, *' I 
have the five hundred a year from my poor 
uncle, besides a few pounds in the savings 
bank, and that is quite enough for a lonely 
woman to live upon." 

'* It is a pleasant sum," answered Jack 
thoughtfully. 

** I intend to let the house and to sell the 
furniture," she continued 

" And where will you live ? " asked Jack. 

" I haven't quite made up my mind yet," she 
said, " but ever since I was a girl I have longed 
to see something of the world." 

•'A poor show you'll find it," cried Jack, as 
he moved towards the door. 



XX 



THE EVE OF DEPARTURE 

Eileen did not entertain the slightest doubt 
that she and Oliver Keene were destined to 
spend the remainder of their lives apart. For 
her own part, she was on the very eve of 
departing for the antipodes, whilst it appeared 
equally certain that Oliver would marry Geral- 
dine Guthrie before many months passed. 

If there were rare moments when her youth 
and her sunny nature tempted her to dream, 
she at once tried to awaken herself, and conse- 
quently it did not seem that much advantage 
was to be derived from a few minutes' con- 
versation in London on her last night in 
England. 

Moreover, Eileen had every reason to believe 
that Oliver had gone to Rickhampton, as he 
had arranged, with Mrs. Guthrie. But still it 
seemed conceivable that he might seize the 
opportunity to say good-bye, and so eager 
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did she feel not to lose such a chance that 
she forced herself to reopen the question to 
her uncle. 

It was true that Matthew had made his 
arrangements to go to Southampton without 
visiting London, but Eileen was beginning to 
understand that he was able to alter a plan as 
impulsively as he formed one. 

It was on Thursday afternoon; they had 
reached Bristol the previous evening, and all 
the morning had been devoted to business in 
the city. At four o'clock they stood together 
in the middle of Clifton Suspension Bridge, 
staring down, on Eileen's part a little giddily, 
at the wooded, rocky gorge, whilst an outward- 
bound steamer made its way slowly down the 
narrow river. 

This ship brought the fact of her own im- 
minent departure with disconcerting vividness 
to her mind, and suddenly she laid a hand 
on Matthew's sleeve. 

" I want you to take me to London/' she 
said, a little timorously. 

"My dear girl," he answered, "it would be 
only foolishness ! " 

'Mt is the last chance I shall have for being 
foolish," she urged. 
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** I don't think you are nineteen yet ! " 

"In England, I mean," she said. " I want 
to see the few friends I possess," she continued, 
"and I hate to go away without a word of 
farewell to Jack." 

" Scarcely frank, Eileen," he exclaimed. 

" I — I didn't say only Jack," she answered. 

*' Tell me this," said Matthew. " Have you 
any sort of hope that something may happen 
at the last moment ? " 

"None whatever," she returned, with com- 
plete sincerity. 

" It would certainly be devilish inconvenient," 
he exclaimed. 

" You will take me to London to-morrow ? " 
she pleaded. 

" We should be bound to leave directly after 
breakfast the next morning." 

" Not by the boat train ? " she asked. 

" That would allow only time to get aboard," 
he explained. ** I must have an hour or two 
at Southampton. But of course if you really 
make a point of going to London " 

"Yes, please!" 

" Why, then, I can't very well deny you," he 
said ; and placing her hand on his arm, Eileen 
walked off the bridge. Matthew forwarded 
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the bulk of the luggage from Bristol direct to 
the ship, and with a small portmanteau each 
they arrived at Paddington at half-past eleven 
on Friday morning. From the railway station 
they were driven to their former hotel, and 
having secured bedrooms for the night, set 
forth without a minute's delay to Davies Street. 

Whilst Eileen felt eager to see Jack again, 
she wished to keep the latter half of the day 
free. Of the final rupture of his engagement 
she had not the slightest suspicion. When she 
quitted Jack's care on Thursday week, she had 
hoped and tried to believe that Camilla would 
reinstate him. 

The door was opened by Sarah, who told 
her that Donovon was out, and as Eileen stood 
wondering how she could arrange to see him. 
Miss Wendover, recognising her voice, came 
to speak to her. Miss Wendover was at first 
lost in admiration of Eileen's more fashionable 
appearance. During the last few days she had 
been encouraged to add to her wardrobe at 
every fresh town she visited, and she had 
shown no unbecoming reluctance to please her 
uncle in this regard. 

" I am sorry Mr. Donovon is out," said 
Eileen. ** Perhaps he will come to see me 
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at the Westmoreland Hotel this evening. Has 
he — has he gone to Norfolk Street?" she 
added, curious to learn how he stood with 
regard to Camilla. 

" The last place he is likely to go to again," 
was the answer. 

" Do you mean that he " 

" Mr. Donovon has parted from Miss Keene 
for good," said Miss Wendover. 

Eileen stood on the doorstep for a few 
moments without speaking, until a cough from 
Matthew, who was waiting in the hansom, 
recalled her to the necessity of bidding Miss 
Wendover good-bye. 

"You will be sure to remind Mr. Donovon 
that we leave England to-morrow," said Eileen, 
and then she re-entered the cab and returned 
to the hotel for an early luncheon. She 
scarcely spoke by the way, all her sympathy 
going out to Jack. She imagined his immense 
disappointment, and she knew also that Camilla 
could feel scarcely less melancholy. 

** By-the-by," suggested Matthew, as they 
approached the hotel, *' I was thinking that as 
you expect some visitors it would be just as 
well to try to get a private sitting-room." 

He went out directly after luncheon, plead- 
Q 
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ing business, and Eileen was left willingly 
alone in the large room he had engaged for 
her benefit, wondering expectantly who would 
be the first to arrive. Perhaps Camilla would 
not feel inclined to come at all ; perhaps Oliver 
was busily canvassing at Rickhampton ; per- 
haps " 

"A gentleman to see you," said a page, 
suddenly opening the door to interrupt her 
reflections. 

*' Did he tell you his name ? " asked Eileen, 
doubtful whether it might be Jack or Oliver. 

•* Mr. Keene," answered the boy, and rising 
quickly, she bade him bring the visitor to the 
room. A few moments later Oliver entered, 
looking as calm and self-contained as usual. 
But Eileen received him with irrepressible 
eagerness. 

" Oh, I am so glad you came ! " she cried, 
offering her hand. 

** Didn't you know that I should come ? " he 
asked, retaining it in his own. 

*' I thought you might be at — at Rickhamp- 
ton," she said. 

*' Surely you didn't imagine I could let you 
go without a word " 

" I couldn't tell," she answered ; " I— I didn't 
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feel certain. You were to have left London 
last Thursday week, you know." 

**WeIl/' he said, looking into her excited 
face, " I put off the journey." 

*' For good ? " she exclaimed. 

- N— no " 

" When are you going ? " she asked. 

'* On Monday," he returned. '' I felt that, 
whatever happened, I must see you once more." 

** For the last time 1 " she murmured. 

" That seems impossible, doesn't it ? " he 
suggested, and neither had thought of sitting 
down. 

"On Monday, you say, you go to Rick- 
hampton ? " she said. 

"Ye — es," was the answer. 

" I suppose Mrs. Guthrie is already there ?" 

" She is still in London." 

" Oh, then you travel together ! " cried 
Eileen. 

Oliver seemed to hesitate a moment. His 
eyes were constantly upon Eileen's face, and 
all his calmness appeared to have forsaken him. 

" I — I suppose so," he answered. 

She persisted in keeping him to the point. 

" It is not quite settled, then ? " 

"It was — ten minutes ago." 
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** There is so much I want to talk about, now 
you have come," Eileen hastily continued. 

"You have not told me how you like your 
new life," he reminded her. 

'' I have never attempted to thank you 
properly," she returned. " It is such a marvel- 
lous change " 

*' You have a greater change in store." 

" I saw Miss Wendover this morning," she 
continued. ** I hear you have got your wish 
after all." 

** Nothing is further from the fact," said 
Oliver. 

"As far as Camilla is concerned," she sug- 
gested. " I was immensely surprised. I 
counted on her marrying Jack." 

** She would have been unspeakably miser- 
able," he insisted. 

" Is she happy now ? " 

" Why, no," he admitted. " I feel almost 
anxious about her. She is scarcely the same 
woman." 

He persuaded Eileen to sit down, and taking 
a chair by her side, Oliver explained the im- 
mediate cause of Camilla's decision. 

" But, after all," said Eileen, " that was his 
misfortune. Everybody knew Jack had no 
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money. You remember how you used to insist 
upon the fact He might have had plenty," 
she continued. 

" How is that ? " asked Oliver. 

"My uncle wanted to repay what I had cost 
him. He would gladly have given Jack a 
cheque for any sum he had named. Jack 
might have had hundreds of pounds, and then 
he could have paid his creditors, he need not 
have been taken to prison, and he might have 
married Camilla. I know he is devotedly fond 
of her." 

" Now, how do you know ? " he asked, with 
a smile. 

"It is easy to tell when a man loves a 
woman," she answered, with an air of wisdom. 

Oliver leaned further towards her. 

" What do you understand about love ? " he 
asked. 

"Anyhow," she faltered, "I suppose every- 
one imagines things." 

"Then you trust entirely to your imagina- 
tion ? " 

"Perhaps I do," she answered. 

Rising, Oliver stood looking down at her 
head. 

"Eileen," he asked, "is that the whole truth?" 
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"Oh," she cried, ** there are some questions 
you can't expect to have answered truth- 
fully." 

"Still, I want you to " 

She glanced up with suspicious brightness 
into his face. 

"Tell me all about your plans for Rick- 
hampton!" she exclaimed. 

*• Oh, confound Rickhampton ! '* he muttered. 

**Your constituents," she suggested, with a 
laugh. 

" I am not at all sure I shall stand/' he 
answered. 

" But you said " 

" I know perfectly well what I said." 

" That was not half an hour ago, and nothing 
has happened to change your purpose." 

** Enough has happened," he cried. 

"What?" she asked, rather eagerly. 

** Well, I have seen you again." 

" Oh, please " 

He sat down by her side again, and leaning 
forward, captured her hands. 

" Eileen," he said, "it's no good. I — I can't 
let you go." 

"To-morrow," she murmured. 

" I want you to listen to me, dear." 
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**Oh," she cried nervously, " I forgot to ask 
after Mrs. Harrowby." 

"Eileen," he continued, "I have loved you 
since that first day we met " 

** How ridiculous you looked !" she exclaimed. 

**You must have known that I loved you," 
he urged. " Tell me," he added, as she kept 
silence. " You knew, Eileen ? " 

" Yes, I think I knew," she answered. 
*' But '* 

'•Well.?" 

** You decided to go to Rickhampton." 

" Now I have decided not to go," he insisted. 

** Won't that be a terrible disappointment for 
Mrs. Guthrie ? *' she asked, and perhaps she was 
beginning to feel her power. 

" I want to make you understand," he con- 
tinued. " I had set one definite object before 
myself " 

With an exclamation of annoyance, Oliver 
heard the door open, and the next instant he 
was shaking hands with Matthew Bbothington, 
whom he had not seen since his visit to Dunster 
House. 

*'Ah, Mr. Keene!" cried Matthew, with a 
sharp glance at the pair. *' So you have come 
to say good-bye to Eileen ! " 
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" Why, no," said Oliver. 

Matthew looked at Oliver more sharply 
still. 

"Anyhow," he returned, "we leave here 
before ten to-morrow morning." 

" I want Eileen to stay," said Oliver. 

**0f course, that's all nonsense," answered 
Matthew impatiently. 

•• I hope not," Oliver continued, whilst Eileen 
scarcely knew what to do with her eyes ; " I 
want her to stay to be my wife." 

"You appear to have made up your mind 
rather suddenly," said Matthew, not in the best 
of humours; "I was led to believe that your 
object was a very different one." 

" I admit that it was," was the answer. 

" A nice hole you have put me in ! " cried 
Matthew, whilst Eileen stood overwhelmed 
with sweet confusion and happiness. 

" I can quite imagine you wish me at the 
bottom of the sea," said Oliver, 

For a time the three remained silent, 
Matthew's hands thrust in his pockets, while 
he glared from Oliver to Eileen. 

"Well," he exclaimed, facing her abruptly, 
" what have you got to say about it, Eileen ? " 

This was the zenith of her embarrassment, 
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but Oliver came to her side. He held forth 
his hands, and without a moment s hesitation 
she placed her own within them. 

'' Though he comes at the eleventh hour ? " 
said Matthew, realising the significance of her 
action. 

" Whenever he had come/' she murmured. 

"Anyhow," cried Matthew, *'you can't 
expect me to alter my arrangements at a 
moment's notice." 

" I perceive the inconvenience," said Oliver, 
" but still " 

*' And," Matthew continued, "you will admit 
that I can't leave Eileen behind me." 

" Then," asked Oliver coolly, " what do you 
propose ? " 

" What do I propose ! " said Matthew, laugh- 
ing rather grimly. 

"My sister would be pleased to look after 
Eileen," Oliver suggested, but Matthew im- 
patiently interrupted him. 

"There's only one thing to be done," he 
insisted. " If you wish to see Eileen again, 
you must follow her to Sydney." 

"I am prepared to follow her anywhere, 
for that matter," said Oliver, *^ but at the same 
time we could be married in a few weeks, 
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and if you could see your way to postpone 
your voyage " 



*' Do you understand that our passages are 
taken, Mr. Keene?" 

** But it is your own ship," cried Eileen. 

*' I wish it were." 

" Well, a part of it is yours," she persisted. 

"If you turn renegade," said Matthew, " I 
must consider what is the best to do." 

She came to his side, resting a hand on his 
shoulder. 

" You know you can't call me a renegade," 
she said. 

" Why not ? " 

" Because I — I knew Oliver first ! " 

'' Humph, well, I must think about it," an- 
swered Matthew, and with that he left them 
alone. 

''You must forgive me," pleaded Oliver, as 
he drew Eileen towards him. 

" Oh, I have nothing to forgive " 

'* For speaking before him ! " 

She raised her eyes shyly — the moment 
before Oliver's lips touched her own for the 
first time. "So — ^so that you spoke," she 
whispered, and then the time flew until 
Matthew re-entered the room nearly an hour 
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later. Oliver seemed to have a great deal to 
say, but really Eileen did not care for any 
excuses or explanations. She did not want to 
hear how he had been tempted and had nearly 
succumbed, until the fresh sight of her had 
convinced him that the world would be well 
lost, if he only found her Jieart. Nor was 
Oliver's explanation easy to make without 
inconvenient references to Geraldine, con- 
cerning whom he still felt a good deal of 
embarrassment. 

Matthew seldom required long to make up 
his mind, and he had scarcely finished his pipe, 
an invariable accompaniment to the process, 
before he arrived at a decision. 

'*The world is always for the young,*' he 
i said. *' I don't see much is to be gained by 
taking Eileen home with me, if you intend to 
entice her away again the next month." 

** I certainly do intend that," answered 
Oliver. 

" Well," Matthew continued, ** it is devilish 
inconvenient, but this slip of a girl has — 
anyhow, I should like to see where she is going 
to live and — and all that sort of thing," he said. 

Oliver went away, promising to return to 
dinner, and shortly afterwards Matthew set 
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forth to send some telegrams which were 
necessitated by the unexpected alteration in 
his plans. He had not been gone long before 
Jack arrived, and Eileen fancied there was a 
slight change for the worse in his appearance. 
She could not easily have described it, but 
whilst he seemed to be dressed as gorgeously 
as ever, he lacked something of his customary 
freshness. 

''Eileen," he exclaimed, the instant he 
entered the room, ''it is a more beautiful 
young lady you grow every day." 

"I was immensely sorry to hear about 
Camilla," she answered, taking both his hands. 

" Ah, it is an unlucky devil I am ! " he said 
lugubriously. " And if I had not met with a 
misfortune, I would have been a rich man in 
a fortnight" 

"Are — are you a very poor one?" she 
asked hesitatingly. 

" Eileen," he returned, " I am just at my 
wits* end. It is something desperate Til have 
to be doing. The luck is dead against me, 
and misfortunes never arrive singly. So you 
are going to-morrow ! " he added. 

" N— no," she faltered. 

** But how is that ? " he demanded " My 
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friend Miss Wendover told me you were 



going 

**Jack," she said, *'I — I am going to be 
married." 

" Indeed, I am not surprised, Eileen." 

" I was," she answered. 

" A lucky girl you are," he continued. 

** I think I am," she said, with a laugh. 
** But you haven't asked me who is to be my 
husband." 

**One is much the same as another," he 
returned ; " and they are not an interesting 
species. Is it someone you have met on your 
travels ? " 

*• Oh, but that would be rather rapid," she 
objected. 

''It is a matter which does not take long," 
said Jack. 

" I — I am going to marry Oliver," she 
explained, a little nervously, and Jack drew 
himself to his full height " I want you to 
— to try to like him for my sake," she pleaded. 

" Eileen," cried Jack, with all the dignity he 
could assume, '' your husband shall always be 
my friend." 



XXI 

HOPE REVIVED 

From the Westmoreland Hotel Oliver took 
a hansom to Knightsbridge, where he was 
fortunate in finding Geraldine at home. She 
had made all arrangements to leave London 
on Monday, and as she knew that Eileen was 
to sail to-morrow, it did not seem probable 
that on the present occasion she would be 
likely to meet with disappointment. 

But still she felt many misgivings regarding 
the scheme which she had formed for herself. 
She often assured herself that she was playing 
an unworthy part, and Eileen's appearance on 
the scene had worked something like a revolu- 
tion in her feelings. Still she had not the 
fortitude to withdraw. 

'* I have a rather unthankful duty to go 
through," Oliver ominously began. "You 
have always been immensely good to me, and 
I am compelled to appear ungrateful. " 

254 
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" Compelled ! " she said. 

" I fear I can't go to Rickhampton " 



" You wish to postpone the journey once 
more ! " she cried petulantly. 

" To put it off altogether," he answered. 

"Then you have decided not to stand ^" 

** I don't know how to thank you for offering 
me the opportunity," he muttered. 

" May I ask your — your reason ? " she 
said. 

" The fact is, I am going to be married," 

Startled at the instant, she recovered herself 
with marvellous rapidity. Her social schooling 
proved valuable at the pinch. 

** To Miss Despard ? " she asked. 

'* Eileen has just promised to be my wife." 

** But what a curious notion ! " she cried. 
"Is there anything irreconcilable between your 
marriage and your election ? " 

" I fancy there is," he returned. 

" What, pray ? " she demanded quickly, al- 
most antagonistically. 

" Oh, it is only that I — I shall have to write 
a good deal more than I have done. There 
are ways and means to be considered." 

" I am sure you have chosen the better path, 
anyhow," she said, offering her hand. "You 
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will have the most charming wife, and I con- 
gratulate you with all my heart" 

"Good-bye," he cried, feeling that she had 
succeeded in putting him entirely in the wrong. 

"Good-bye," she answered, and when he 
had gone the world seemed very blank and 
dreary to her. 

From Knightsbridge Oliver hastened to 
Mrs. Harrowby*s, but he was half way to 
Norfolk Street before he quite recovered his 
self-possession. Although he had never whis- 
pered a word of love to Geraldine, he felt 
constrained to admit that he had come peril- 
ously close to it once or twice. He had 
certainly risen that morning, impossible as it 
now seemed, with the intention of setting forth 
to Rickhampton on Monday, and on the whole 
this formed an episode in his life upon which 
he would never be able to look back with 
satisfaction. 

He had forgotten it before Camilla came 
to him in the drawing-room, and without wait- 
ing even to greet her Oliver plunged into his 
tale. She listened with less surprise than would 
have been the case a fortnight ago, and her 
first thought had little connection either with 
her brother or Eileen. For she perceived that 
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his marriage might bring Jack back again into 
her life. 

An hour ago he appeared to have passed 
definitely out of it, but she realised that Eileen 
would insist that Jack should be present at the 
wedding, whereas she could scarcely stay away. 

" I really don't know whether I can con- 
scientiously congratulate you ! " she exclaimed. 

" Yet you know Eileen," he said. 

" I thought I understood you," cried Camilla, 
" but obviously I didn't." 

"Well," he admitted, "if it comes to that, 
I didn't understand myself." 

"When did the momentous change occur .^" 

" Not until I saw her this afternoon." 

"You don't think you will repent.^" she 
asked. 

" Only that I did not give myself the rein 
earlier," he answered. Camilla was suffici- 
ently magnanimous to avoid any reference to 
Geraldine, and she dismissed Oliver with a 
message to the effect that she would call upon 
Eileen early to-morrow morning. 

"I had intended going this evening," she 

said, "if you had not upset all my calculations." 

That evening Camilla saw Laurence for 

the first time since her renunciation of Jack. 

R 
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He had called upon Mrs. Harrowby more 
than once since Monday, but Camilla had 
persistendy refused to meet him. This even- 
ing, however, she seemed to be in higher 
spirits. 

" I feel tempted to say * I told you so,' " 
cried Laurence, when Camilla enlightened him 
concerning Oliver. " I hope you are reconciled," 
he added. 

" Why not ? " she asked. 

"Oh, well, you always said he was am- 
bitious " 

" I wish I had had the courage to emulate 
him," she exclaimed. 

Laurence's face lengthened, and he stared at 
her in solemn silence awhile. 

** You really mean that ? " he demanded. 

** Is it the sort of thing I should say if I didn't 
mean it ? " 

** Well " 

"Oh, I know," she continued, "it is out- 
rageous to say it in any circumstances. But 
then some of you tempt one to do outrageous 
things." 

She reached the hotel at eleven o'clock the 
next morning, and insisted that Eileen should 
spend the day in Norfolk Street. 
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"The carriage is at the door," she said, ** and 
I shall take you back with me. You can easily 
leave a note for Mr. Boothington. Ask him to 
follow you — I want to see this fairy uncle of 
yours," 

"But Oliver said he would be here at 
twelve '* 

" We will send him a telegram on our way 
home," Camilla insisted. "It is of the first im- 
portance that you should propitiate your sister- 
in-law, you know." 

They left a note for Matthew, and set forth 
to Norfolk Street, where Oliver joined them at 
luncheon, but when the meal ended Camilla 
sent her brother away. 

" Eileen wants my advice aboiit her trous- 
seau," she said ; and the two girls sought the 
seclusion of Camilla's bedroom. 

"Jack came to see me last night," Eileen 
began as soon as they were alone. "You 
know," she continued, " I was immensely sorry 
to hear you had sent him away for good. A 
little surprised, too." 

" Oh, he soon gets over things," answered 
Camilla, with a quick flush. " Take your 
exodus, for example." 

" But he never loved me — ^although he was 
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very good to me. He loved you, and that 
makes all the difference in the world." 

She spoke with an air of authority, which 
might have made Camilla laugh at another 
time. 

"You know, it isn't too late," said Eileen 
after a long silence. 

"What do you imagine that Oliver would 
say if he guessed you were trying to convert 
me ? " suggested Camilla. 

"He couldn't say anything that wasn't 
nice — just now," was the answer. "Isn't it — 
isn't it all wonderful, Camilla ? " she murmured 
presently. 

Camilla looked into her face. 

" I am not sure that it is," she returned. 

"At any rate," Eileen continued, "you will 
be compelled to meet Jack again." 

" When ? " said Camilla, with less than entire 
sincerity. 

" At my wedding, of course. If you refuse 
to be my bridesmaid, where shall I find one ? " 

" Of course I shall not refuse." 

"It is certain that if Jack doesn't give me 
away, I won't be given at all ! " cried Eileen. 

" But what about your uncle ? " 

" I intend that Jack shall give me away," 
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was the answer, and when she repeated the 
assurance to Oliver, he offered no valid 
objection. 

" I see through your plots," he said, *' But 
all the king's horses and all the king's men 
can't put humpty-dumpty together again now." 

Eileen, however, retained her own opinion, 
and certainly Camilla seemed to cast aside 
some of her melancholy. She entered almost 
enthusiastically into the preparations for the 
wedding, and helped Matthew to select the 
furniture, which was to be his present to the 
bride. Oliver had taken a small flat, and 
when Eileen reflected that she was intended to 
share it with him, it seemed scarcely possible 
to believe any longer in the reality of things. 

The hours passed busily, and the wedding 
was to take place in a few days : the party con- 
sisting only of Matthew and Jack Donovon, 
of Mrs. Harrowby, Camilla (Eileen's brides- 
maid), and Laurence, who had been asked 
to act as Oliver's best man. They were to 
return to the hotel, as Matthew insisted, to an 
old-fashioned breakfast, and in the afternoon 
Mr. and Mrs. Oliver Keene were to set forth 
on a short honeymoon in Switzerland. 

" Poor Mrs. Harrowby ! " said Camilla on 
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Tuesday morning. "She can't disabuse her- 
self of the idea that misfortune must dog your 
steps." 

"Why?" asked Eileen, with an alarmed 
expression. 

" Because you are going to be married on 
a Friday." 

Eileen laughed with a sense of relief. 

" You know, Camilla," she said, resting her 
hands on Camilla's shoulders, " I hope it may 
prove a happy day for you as well as for me ! ** 

" It isn't very likely," cried Camilla, shrug- 
ging her shoulders. 

" Anyhow," answered Eileen, " you had 
made up your mind never to see Jack's face 
again." 

" I almost wish I had not changed it, dear." 

Eileen tried to meet Camilla's eyes. 

" Honestly, you don't really wish that ? " she 
asked, but Camilla's only answer was a kiss. 



XXII 



CONCLUSION 



On the Wednesday morning before Eileen's 
wedding Jack Donovon was standing by one 
of the windows in his sitting-room, holding a 
frock coat so that the light fell upon its silk 
facings, when Miss Wendover entered. 

"Good morning, Mr. Donovon," she said. 
'* Whatever are you doing ? " 

" Miss Wendover," he answered, " I am 
troubled in my mind about the coat I will be 
wearing on Saturday." 

" I am sure I wonder you didn't order a 
new one," she exclaimed. 

" A new coat, is it ? To tell you the truth," 
he continued, " I have ordered three, and devil 
a tailor would supply me." 

*' I will say," was the somewhat sentimental 
answer, " you always look well whatever you 
wear. I was going to ask you," she added, 
"whether you remembered that the time is 
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coming when you will have to look for fresh 
lodgings." 

" But where will I go ? " cried Jack, lowering 
his coat so that the long tails lay on the floor. 

'* If I were you," she said, ** I wouldn't go to 
that wedding for one thing." 

" And why not ? " he demanded. 

" Of course Miss Keene will be there," she 
said, with obvious disapproval. 

" It is true," answered Jack, with his eyes on 
Miss Wendover's face. 

" But,*' she continued, "perhaps that is the 
very reason you want to go." 

" Indeed," he said, "it is an injustice you 
do me. And if you do not wish me to go " 

** Dear me, it's no business of mine, Mr. 
Donovon." 

" My dear friend," cried Jack, throwing the 
coat on to a chair, "it's as blind as a bat I have 
been. But it is fortunate I didn't discover the 
mistake too late." 

"You wouldn't have discovered it at all, if 
Miss Keene had not refused to have anything 
more to do with you," she said. 

" She turned her back upon me because of 
my misfortunes," he returned, "and it was 
unlike your sweet self she was in that" 
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" It's all very fine to talk, Mr. Donovon, but 
you mustn't forget it is time you began to look 
for another lodging." 

^'Ah, my dear, but its lonely you'll feel 
by yourself," murmured Jack, as he drew 
nearer. 

From the vanity of repining at the inevitable 
Jack had been ever remarkably free. A thing 
lost had lost its charm, and he could not turn 
from Camilla without turning towards someone 
else; besides his financial position made such 
a course necessary. 

A sympathetic ear was a desideratum, and 
he fortunately knew where to find one. Miss 
Wendover had never failed to attract him ; he 
admired her face and her figure, and partly 
because she had long been his creditor, partly 
because of her frankness of speech, he respected 
her above all other women. 

She had let lodgings to single men too long 
to remain intolerant, and if her tongue was a 
little rough on occasion, she could prepare a 
devilled bone to perfection. 

If Miss Wendover had possessed a charm 
six months ago, this had considerably increased 
of late. Five hundred pounds a year made an 
admirable setting. 
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" I don't deny I may feel a Htde dull some- 
times," she said, with a sigh. 

" My darling," urged Jack, "you would never 
feel lonely with myself by your side, and though 
it is a poor devil of a fellow I am and unworthy 
of you, I will love you till my dying day," 

" I should like to know how often you have 
said that before ! " she exclaimed. 

'' I never meant it until this minute," said 
Jack. " I have always known you to be the 
dearest woman in the world, and if you will 
honour me by becoming my wife, it's a happy 
man you shall make me." 

'' It is foolish I shall be making myself," 
she answered 

" Indeed your wise ones don't have half the 
good time," cried Jack, drawing her towards 
him, and without more ado she permitted him 
to take her in his arms. 

However fond and foolish Miss Wendover 
might be, she retained strict notions of pro- 
priety, and presently suggested that it was 
more important than ever that Jack should 
look for fresh rooms. 

"My darling," he answered, "you are al- 
ways correct, though it will be rather incon- 
venient, and after all, why should I go?" he 
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demanded. '* Why should you not become my 
own dear wife immediately ? " 

" It is a thing that requires a great deal of 
thinking about," she insisted. 

**And what is there to think about," he 
asked reproachfully, **when we have known 
each other for years and years, and a special 
licence may be purchased for a trifle ? " 

" At all events," said Miss Wendover, ** you 
must go to see Miss Despard this morning, 
and explain that you won't be able to accept 
her invitation to the wedding." 

" I ought to give Eileen a present," cried 
Jack ruefully. 

" I will buy a pair of fish-carvers this morn- 
ing," was the answer, "and we will send them 
between us." 

" My love," exclaimed Jack with immense 
enthusiasm, "it is the cleverest woman in the 
world I will have for my wife." 

Half an hour later Jack set forth in the 
most radiant spirits. He walked buoyantly to 
the hotel, and was taken upstairs to Matthew's 
private sitting-room, where he found Oliver as 
well as Eileen and her uncle. 

" My dear friends," he cried, " I want you to 
congratulate me ! I am engaged to be married 
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to the best woman in the world"; and three 
pairs of eyes were fixed upon his jubilant face. 

** Who — ^who is the lady ? " asked Oliver, a 
moment later. 

" Miss Wendover has done me the hon- 
our " 

"Oh, Jack! Jack!" exclaimed Eileen reproach- 
fully, and her eyes filled with tears as she 
thought of Camilla. 

*'And why not, Eileen?" Jack indignantly 
demanded. 

"I hope you will both be very — very 
happy," she said, recovering some of her 
self-possession. 

"My darling, I am immensely obliged to 
you," he answered. "It's a happy man I am 
this morning. We will be sending you a 
small present, Eileen, but I must beg you to 
excuse me on Friday." 

She breathed a deep sigh of relief as Jack 
began to say good-bye. He wished Eileen 
and Oliver the best of good fortune, and they 
expressed a corresponding desire for his own 
welfare. He shook hands cordially with 
Matthew, and then he took his hat and went 
away. But Eileen seemed to be chilled by 
his visit. 
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"I can't understand Jack in the least," she 
said, when she was alone with Oliver an hour 
later. " I suppose you were right about him 
and that I was wrong, but how could a man 
change so quickly ? " 

** He hasn't changed," was the answer. 

" Surely he must have been fond of Camilla!" 

" Of himself," said Oliver, "and he is quite 
consistent. H alf a loaf is better than no bread ; 
his end has been the same from first to last, 
and the means didn't much matter." 

"But still," murmured Eileen, "he was 
very good to me. I wonder whether he 
and Miss Wendover will really be happy 
together ? " 

"Oh, yes, in a manner. She will keep 
Donovon in some sort of order." 

*• Ah, but happy as — ^as we hope to be ? " 

" What a dear little Pharisee you are ! " he 
answered, drawing her towards him. 

" I wish you would let me tell Camilla," she 
said ; " I know what a dreadful blow it will be 
to her." 

"Tell her by all means," cried Oliver, and 
Eileen went to Norfolk Street for the purpose 
that afternoon. She found Camilla looking 
forward to the day after to-morrow ; her dress 
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had just come home, and she at once invited 
Eileen's attention to it. 

"Camilla," said Eileen, ** there is something 
you won't care to hear." 

" Nothing wrong between you and Oliver ? " 
cried Camilla. 

" There will never be anything of that kind," 
was the answer, "and if there were I should 
never tell." 

" About Jack ? " 

" He is going to marry " 

" His landlady ! " gasped Camilla. 

" Yes, he is going to marry Miss Wendover." 

Camilla stared at Eileen a few moments 
without speaking, and then she quite broke 
down. Later in the day she told Mrs. 
Harrowby, but with that exception Jack's 
name was on her lips only once more. 

It was on the day of Eileen's wedding. 
Camilla had forced herself to go to the church, 
she had returned to the hotel for breakfast, 
and seen Oliver and his bride driven away 
from its door. Then Mrs. Harrowby had 
manoeuvred to send Camilla and Laurence 
home together in the carriage, whilst she 
waited to speak a few unnecessary words to 
Matthew; 
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** I scarcely have courage to say what I want 
to say," Laurence began as soon as they were 
alone together. 

*' I know every word," said Camilla. '* You 
think you have a glimmering of an idea of what 
I feel — ^you haven't, but you think you have. 
And you wish to give me a chance of saving 
my face." 

'* I wish you to " 

" Please don't say it again," she entreated. 
" There is only one desire I have left : to 
recover a little of my self-respect. I have lost 
every shred of it. Don't misunderstand me," 
she continued. ** I am absolutely cured. The 
operation has been quite successful, only — only 
it has left me weak. I intend to go abroad at 
once, and if you wish to be really kind, you 
will persuade your mother to join me." 

** Shall you be away long ? " he asked. 

"A year," she answered, as the carriage 
stopped at Mrs. Harrowby's door. 

Alighting, Laurence helped her out ; the 
coachman touched his hat and drove away. 

*' I suppose it's useless to say any more," 
said Laurence, as they stood waiting for the 
door to be opened. 

** Absolutely useless. And," Camilla added, 
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"this is our good-bye. I shall see no one 
before I start." 

"And on your return ? '* he persisted. ** May 
I come to you then ? " 

" That is too far ahead to make an appoint- 
ment/' said Camilla, and a servant opened the 
door. 

**You need not wait," cried Laurence, and 
the parlourmaid discreetly retired. "A year 
will seem a long time, dear," he continued, as 
he took Camilla's hand. ''It will pass, but it 
will go slowly. Give me something to hope 
for — if you can. May I come to you the day 
you return ? " 

She hesitated a moment. 

"Yes, I — I think you may come," she 
answered, and as she entered the house 
Laurence walked not unhopefuUy away. He 
was accustomed to waiting. 
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